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DAD’S CEO BOSS 


LOGAN 
Father-Daughter week? 
It’s not a bad idea, but seriously do I need more reminders? 


I’m forty. Have the company most trip over to buy shares in. 
Have a cloud in the sky I call my kingdom... 


But there’s no Queen. No real future. No family. 


A King without his Queen is like a tree without water, 
sooner or later it withers and dies. 


Until I see her picture. 


Father-Daughter week candidate, dad works in accounting 
and she’s fresh out of college, hungry for an internship. 


But one look and I know I’m hungry for more, much much 
more. 


And I’ll do whatever it takes to make her mine, to have her 
as my Queen. 
CHRISSY 


Elusive, but not reclusive. Logan Parker is the kind of CEO 
that everybody knows by sight but nobody really knows at 
all. 


He’s a bit of an enigma. 


And although math and economics tell me there’s no such 
thing as a thousand percent, he’s all that. 


A thousand percent sex appeal. 


I love my dad, but Father-Daughter week anywhere else 
except Logan Industries would be cringe-worthy for me. 


The thought of being in the same building as the man 
himself though, maybe even getting to meet him... 


But I don’t see that happening, he’s as private as they come 
and his building is his fortress. 


But when we both see Logan himself, standing tall above 
everyone else as he meets and greets participants for 
Father-Daughter week, I know I’m done for. 


It’s in his eyes, and as soon as I’m in his huge, strong arms I 
know there’s no turning back. 


Not that I’d want to. I’ve literally died and gone to heaven. 
*Dad’s CEO Boss is an insta-everything, OTT standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


( hrissy 


It was the only time, in all my time at college, that the whole 
class acknowledged I even existed thanks to Logan Parker. 
In economics, my least favorite subject, the professor had 
been particularly interested in Logan Parker. 


“T understand your father works alongside the great man?” 
he’d asked, stopping his lecture on philanthropy 
incorporate models, using Logan Parker as an example. 


I could only turn bright red, shrug, and squirm as the 
hundred eyes who usually taunted me suddenly wanted to 
know something more about me. 


And here I am now, on my way to see the man himself. 


Well, his building anyway. I’d played it cool when dad 
suggested he apply for me to take part in Father-Daughter 
week at Logan Industries. 


“It could be a shoo-in for an intern application, Chrissy,” he 
says now, without wanting to make promises he can’t keep 
or control. 


I nod in agreement, looking past him, picturing Logan at his 
desk... summoning me to him. 


Logan Parker. 


I’m nervous when we arrive, but it’s just another day at the 
office for dad, who puts me at ease with a squeeze of my 
hand as we walk into the huge foyer of the towering glass 
and steel building. 


“Well! If it isn’t Mr. Parker himself!” My dad exclaims, and I 
feel my heart explode like fireworks in my chest, my palms 
all wet, and once our eyes lock, my panties even wetter. 


Logan Parker is doing a formal meet and greet near the 
elevators, with some media there to report on his 
contribution to Father-Daughter day by instead having a 
whole week of it. 


Something that surprises my dad as much as it does me, 
Logan Parker doesn’t ‘do’ publicity. 


I wonder why he’s really out here today? Who cares. It’s 
really him. 


He’s casually shaking hands and welcoming others when his 
eyes stray past everyone else and lock onto mine. 


Dark, intense eyes, which widen and smolder with intensity 
as I feel a small sound escape me. 


I actually think I hear my dad gulp too, Logan Parker just 
has that effect on people. 


His huge frame, all muscle from what I can see straining 
against his immaculate tailored suit, fills the foyer with his 
aura of power and what can only be called pure sex appeal. 


1000% 


Dark eyes match his dark, thick hair which is as stylish as 
his suit. Nothing out of place as if the man himself holds 
everything in balance by simply existing. 


His marble cut jawline seems too tense, revealing a subtle 
dimple in his cheek that gives him a sudden almost boyish 
look as he also cocks a brow, letting his eyes travel down my 
body. 


His gaze, like his hands, is strong and powerful. He’s not 
looking at anyone else like this, a slight curl of his lip anda 
low tone which resonates through the foyer tells me his 
attention is just for me. 


I feel my chest stiffening, wishing I’d worn a thicker blouse 
and maybe not one that’s pure white. 


I know he can see my nipples, and I gasp. Suddenly wanting 
him to see them, wanting him to want them. 


He has a tall, chesty but thin blond girl’s hand in his, which 
he drops, almost pushing his way past everyone else. My 
dad clears his throat and extends his hand, but Logan 
Parker is only looking at me. 


Pleats? 

Nope, that’s a growing pant bulge if ever I’ve seen one. 
Which I haven’t until today. 

Over me? 


I half figure it is, but Logan Parker could have any girl he 
wants, surely it’s just a trick of the light. 


But that light in his eyes is no trick and in seconds, he has 
his huge hand outstretched to mine, the instant electricity 
between us undeniable. 


The flash of cameras and the sound of his step is all that fills 
the air for a few moments. 


There’s a sudden hush as he takes my hand into his, holding 
it way too long before he hesitates, looking like he wants to 
bend down and kiss it, but begrudgingly thinking better of 
it. 

“You’re Chrissy,” he says in a low, smoky tone, sending an 
instant shiver from the top of my head to the swollen heat of 
my mound. 


I can only squeak, nodding my head in time with the low 
growl which escapes him. I even hear a few other females 
gasping, so I’m not imagining things. 


The man is sex on legs, and I want his in between mine 
suddenly. The thought making me blush. 


“This is Chrissy, Mr. Parker,” My dad says enthusiastically, 
offering his own hand again, which Logan ignores. 


“Im her dad, Charles Foster, from corporate accounts,” he 
adds his voice breaking, making somebody at the back 
snicker with laughter. 


Then a flash of light as the moment is immortalized forever. 


“I know who you are, Charles. Be a sport and deal with the 
media here, won’t you?” Logan says huskily, still not taking 
his eyes off mine, but hooking my arm under his and 
turning to make for the elevators. 


“Our guest of honor has arrived!” Logan announces, 
sending a jolt of panic through my belly, making it quiver 
along with my legs, with every nerve ending in my body. 


“Mr. Foster will answer any questions you might have,” he 
adds with a dismissive wave of his hand, which he extends 
towards a waiting, private elevator that swishes open like a 


vault before I can even focus on my dad, the crowd, and 
those flashing cameras. 


I try to lean harder into Logan’s arm, but he gently sets me 
to one side for now. 


His hands palm up, motioning the media attention from him 
to me, and then back to my dad again before the door 
finally closes. 


CHAPTER TWO 


DAY'S BEFORE 


L, ogan 


Father-daughter week? 
A whole week of this? Jesus. 


I cringe when I hear the idea, at our corporate think tank, 
those kiss ass meetings when everyone’s sucking so hard to 
try and keep their job let alone their bonuses. 


A heap of files are thrust in front of me, as I stifle a yawn, 
glancing at the clock, watching the big hand until it says I 
can get the heck outta here. 


Like a giant deck of cards, I split the pile and open the first 
one in front of me. 


“These are all the corporate and long term staff with 
daughters, photos courtesy of their files, and some from 
social media,” Somebody comments, assuring me it’s in 
their contracts for us to access all this stuff. 


But I can’t speak, I can’t say a word. 


The file I open is Foster’s. I know him from some accounting 
floor, spoke to him just the other day about something... but 
it’s his daughter which has my dick shifting hard north in 
my three thousand dollar pants. 


“Chrissy,” I practically moan, reading her short bio and 
scanning her sweet face, her chest and then digesting her 
thick hips and thighs with a dry gulp which I wet by 
swallowing hard, stabbing my finger at her photo before I 
let it hover a fraction over her. 


Tracing her lines and etching them on my mind. Feeling 
something inside me awaken, something I’ve never felt 
before. 


“Ugh!” The voice drones, it’s Campbell from PR. A complete 
fuck head, and not someone I want within two feet of me let 
alone my building, but he comes with the desired pedigree, 
apparently. 


“Never mind her, Mr. Parker. I’m sure we can find someone 
more... suitable as a drawcard,” he clips, trying to take the 
file from me. 


My hand slapping down on it, hard. 


“She’s mine!” I hear myself growl, the whole room hushing 
in a second, all eyes on the fiend, Campbell. 


Nobody would dare make eye contact with me after an 
outburst like that. 


“She’s yours?” Campbell says, and without looking I can 
feel his brow going up, a limp hand on his hip as he smirks. 


I hear somebody groan quietly, somebody else is making for 
the door. 


Campbell swears under their breath. 


“Problem?” I ask him, letting my burning eyes meet his, 
narrowing on them as I slice him to pieces with them. 


“Uh... no, Mr. Parker... certainly not... we can work this 
anyway you-” he stammers before I cut him off. 


“She’s my girl,” I announce again. “The face of Father- 
Daughter week at Logan Industries. Anyone else objects?” I 
ask, keeping my firm gaze on Campbell, watching a bead of 
sweat run down his flushed brow, stinging his eye. 


“Then that’s settled, all the others who are here,” I 
continue, tapping the pile of folders, “send out invites to the 
parents and set it up.” 


It only takes another steely look and they all scatter, finally 
leaving me alone, with her. 


I hold her photo between my fingers, standing up and wince 
with a smile from the pain of fabric catching my rock 
hardness, a hardness I haven’t felt since... 


I’ve never felt this way, not ever. 


Her name is playing over and over in my mind, my new 
mantra and runs parallel to the thumping in my chest 
against my ribs. I feel dizzy but I can’t help but smile. 


My fingers tremble, making her smile dance off the small 
glossy print. 


Her straight blond hair splashes across her shoulders, 
white blouse that does her thick chest some justice, but it’s 
those baby blue eyes that have me... and those hips... 


Hips that make me breathe through my mouth as I imagine 
my hands gripping them, hitching her white on white skirt 
above them as I slide both hands up inside her creamy 
white thighs, all the way up to her- 


“Pussies!” a familiar voice barks from behind me, clicking 
the door shut loudly, startling me and making me stay 
facing towards the window to hide my obvious arousal 
which I can feel has extended to a dampness at the tip by 
now. 


I cock my head to one side. 


“I’m pretty sure I dismissed everyone, Mike,” I snarl, 
slipping Chrissy photo into my pocket and moving behind a 
tall backed leather board room chair before turning to face 
him. 


“Even your Vice President?” he asks with a malicious grin, a 
look I’ve seen on him lately swallowing up his features 
again, the face of aman who’s up to something. 


“Even you,” I remind him, forming a smile. “I have a 
headache, probably gonna go home,” I lie. 


Go home and empty my balls over this photograph, 
growling her sweet name. 


“Its okay boss, I only came back for this,” he adds, turning 
to go before pausing at the door after picking up his 
briefcase. 


“T mean it though, Mr. Parker, Logan. We gotta bunch of 
pussies on this board, in this company. Things should 
change,” he says, but I ignore him, gripping the back of the 
chair as I fight the urge to take out her photo again. 


“We'll see, won’t we?” I remind Mike. “Board votes in a few 
weeks, I’m sure there’ll be a re-shuffle. Vice president not 
good enough for ya?” I try to joke, not wanting him in the 
room for another second. 


“Vice president of domestic sales?” he asks. “No. No, it’s 
not good enough. The whole company needs a 2IC, Logan, a 


wingman. I’m that man and you know it.” 


My hand’s up. I’ve heard it all before and I don’t care. Not 
then and certainly not now. 


He nods to himself before leaving, and I cross the room to 
lock the door, almost ripping my pocket as I take Chrissy 
out again, unzipping my fly and letting my thick hardness 
breathe for the first time in a fucking long time. 


I should save it for her, every drop. 
But that’s days away! 


I groan and then gasp like a schoolboy, running my palm 
over the slick wetness of my own precome. My head’s so 
swollen, so thick, and itches with the yearning for her I just 
can’t help it. 


Running my finger across my lip and then pressing it to 
hers in the picture, my other hand begins to pump my 
length as I grip harder and harder with each stroke. 


I grit my teeth, my jaw clenched. An animal sound growing 
from inside me, making me harder with each breath and 
only wanting her even more with each stroke of my cock. 


I want it to be you. I want you on this cock. I will have you, 
Chrissy. l'll make you... 


“T’ll make you mine!” I gasp out loud, feeling my eyes cross 
and sending thick ropes across the boardroom table as I 
swear in disbelief under my breath, vowing the next load to 
be hers, all for her. 


Counting the seconds until the first day of Father-Daughter 
week at Logan Industries. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( hrissy 


I can’t help but stare up at him, the gentle hum of the 
elevator the only sound between us. 


That and my breathing, which is getting heavier by the 
second. 


But he won’t look at me, his face is slightly turned to one... 
Oh. 


His lips curls slightly and his eyes widen a fraction as I 
catch them in the smoked glass, watching my reflection. 


He holds my eyes for a moment and then against his own 
judgment, they run down past my face, stopping at my 
chest and he shudders a breath in as they rest on my hips. 
My ass. 


I should be offended, I should call him out. 


But the effect his eyes have on me, being so close to him 
too, he can look at me all day like that for all I care. 


In fact, I hope he does, it’s making me feel so damned wet 
like I’m about to come in my panties just from standing next 
to him. 


I want to say something, but I can only stare. Catching a 
glimpse of myself, I can see my face is flushed and my pupils 
are like black saucers. My chest looks like I’ve stuffed an 
ammo belt down my bra, with two anti-aircraft shells 
sticking out. 


Jeez, I feel like they could cut glass! What is this man doing 
to me? 


He inhales deeply, his curled lip broadening to a smile and I 
have to tell myself he’s just looking in the mirror, not 
looking at me. 


Not like that anyway. 
He couldn’t. 
Nobody ever looks at me like that. 


“I hope you don’t mind me stealing you away from your 
dad,” he says in a deep, commanding tone. 


I feel my head shaking before he’s even finished speaking. 


“T just wanted to... well,” he says, stopping himself before 
continuing as if he has to think through what he’s about to 
Say. 


“Well, I just... wanted you all to myself I guess. Getting to 
know the face of Father-Daughter week here at Logan,” he 
says with determination, that dimple flexing again as he 
stiffens his jaw. 


In a way, I wish it was just me and Logan, that my dad didn’t 
have to be here at all today. That I could actually be his new 


secretary or something, starting my whole new adult life at 
Logan Industries with the man himself. 


Working under him. 


The thought makes me smile, almost to the point of 
laughing which makes Logan curious. 


“Something funny?” he asks, his own warm smile 
developing an air of mischief as if he’s thinking something 
similar. 


“Just nervous.” I shiver, feeling my nipples scratch through 
my blouse again and making me squeak as a ripple of erotic 
energy washes over my whole body, aching for Logan to 
lean in closer. 


Yearning for him to touch me without even knowing how or 
what I’d do in reply to his caress. 


His hand gently touching my arm sends another ripple of 
excitement through me, making me jump a little. 


“I mean it, Chrissy,” he says in that deep, commanding tone 
again. “ You’re mine, understand?” 


I nod without thinking, hardly wanting my eyes to come 
back into focus but needing to see him so close. 


Needing to savor the moment of him touching me again, no 
matter how slight. 


The elevator door opens silently and the light from outside 
comes streaming in, but neither of us moves to exit. I can 
feel the wide-open space, the luxury beyond the elevator, 
but I don’t think either of us wants to break this moment. 


His hand on my arm gives a little squeeze and after what 
feels like forever, he asks me, “Shall we?” 


I manage to move my eyes from his and follow the line of his 
outstretched hand, gasping again, but this time from the 
sight and size of what I guess must be Logan’s office. 


There’s a single, frosted glass wall with a solid door nearby 
the elevator, in a kind of small foyer within the whole space. 


At a glance, I can tell it leads to the outside world, his army 
of secretaries, and ‘people.’ But the rest of the space, the 
huge desk and bank of floor to ceiling windows floating on 
the plush carpet, I know by instinct belong to Logan. 


It is Logan... 


The smell, the feel, and the presence of everything. It’s like 
the man himself has cast his hand over an empty space and 
left a complete impression of his commanding energy, his 
personality, and his powerful sense of style and taste. 


Not to mention luxury. 


I’m almost scared to breathe, but the view from the 
windows is too much, and against my own inhibitions which 
I feel crumbling by the second, I trot over and practically 
press my nose to the glass. 


We must be on the very top floor, with a view of the city that 
spans right out to the ocean on one side, and knuckles of 
gnarled hills way off in the distance on the other. 


“Its just beautiful!” I hear myself exclaiming, not even 
believing I live in the same city that has such a view. 


“It most certainly is,” I hear him saying, another low sound 
coming from him and making me turn, realizing he hasn’t 
been looking at the view at all, just me. 


I blush with embarrassment, and as he steps closer I 
suddenly feel out of place. Like a cheap item returned to 
the wrong shelf, along with all the high-end stuff. 


I feel.. I feel.. 


“What do you feel?” he asks me, reading my mind again and 
taking one final, long stride and landing his feet in front of 
me, so close I can feel the heat from his body, the warm 
spice of his cologne melting into me. 


My eyes drift to a bank of huge screens, part of the subtle 
division between Logan’s office and what must be his 
personal living space. 


I do a quick double-take, confused by the sight of my dad 
until it registers that it must be a live feed from the local 
news, another screen has the same story. 


National news. 


My dad looks nervous, but he’s doing his best to answer 
questions, surrounded by girls my age and their proud 
looking fathers. 


“I didn’t mean to throw him to the wolves,” Logan says 
softly, inhaling as he leans in closer. 


My head is turned to the screens, but I know he’s smelling 
my hair. 


I turn quickly, the volume of the press conference fills the 
room, making me jump again. But the closeness of Logan 
cancels all that out. 


He’s leaning over, and I find myself leaning up. Our faces 
getting closer. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


L, ogan 


I’m not doing anything. Not really. 


If you put a strong magnet next to the right thing it can’t be 
stopped. 


A force of nature. A universal principle. 


The same way I generated every opportunity, every little 
piece of wealth that gathered into an unstoppable force, I 
feel the same thing with Chrissy, only stronger. 


Out of my control though, almost. 


“Do you believe in destiny?” I ask her, wanting nothing 
more than to just grab her. Take her in my arms and throw 
her over my shoulder, taking her where I know she belongs 
right now. 


On her back in my bed. Our bed. 


She’s about to either nod or close her eyes as I decide to go 
in for a kiss. 


Fuck it, she’s gonna be mine and I have to stake my claim 
quick. I can’t have her walking around alone anymore... 
unless? 


The thought strikes panic in me, creating a new ripple 
across my heart. 


What if she’s already got a boyfriend? 

Engaged even? 

I mean, for god’s sake, look at her! How could she not be? 
But both of our trains of thought are interrupted. 


The questions and answers from the TV are not so much 
loud, as arresting in their content, which makes Chrissy 
stop and me growl low with anger. 


“...Mr. Foster? How do you feel about your own daughter 
being selected from so many to be the face of Father- 
Daughter week at Logan Industries?” A reporter asks, an 
edge in her own voice, which tells me she’s not quite 
finished asking. 


Charles Foster, Chrissy’s dad does a fine job, answering 
swiftly and clearly. Confidently. 


“Pm thrilled, we all are. It’s a great incentive to highlight 
the future of young women, all women in the workplace 
and-“ 


But the reporter has only just started. 


“So, Logan Foster wanting to screen young women and 
then spend time with them... alone... including your own 
daughter, this doesn’t bother you? As a father, I mean.” 


I’m about to ask Chrissy if she has a boyfriend. About to kiss 
her either way to stake my claim on her. 


Hearing some reporter insinuate the unthinkable isn’t what 
I have in mind. 


What I want is to be the father of ourchildren. Our family. 


It’s the only thing I’ve thought of since seeing her precious 
face and then finally seeing her in person. I’m done. I know 
what I want, no matter what. 


Chrissy’s eyes widen, then narrow. Her whole body turning 
to the screen, taking steps as her dad stammers for a 
moment before he answers. 


“Father-Daughter day is a national institution and one we 
celebrate here at Logan with a week activities. As I just 
said, it only highlights the importance of women in the 
workplace. I think we can finish the questions here,” he 
says bitterly, giving the reporter daggers before searching 
those nearest him for a lifeline. 


Campbell, the one who thought he’d get the media has 
been standing to one side, almost grinning as he watches 
Chrissy's dad. 


He eventually steps in after an awkward silence, wrapping 
up the press conference and thanking everyone for coming 
before I switch off both screens. 


I’m furious. 


Not because the media broke protocol, asking questions 
that weren’t on the schedule, but because I was so close to 
Chrissy... and now she must think I’m some kind of pervert. 


But I have to know, I can’t help it. 


“Do you have a boyfriend, Chrissy?” I hear myself asking, 
surprising myself at the accusing tone of my own voice. 


She freezes and her head turns to one side, letting me see 
the confused look on her face before she turns to face me 
fully. 


I step over to her again, wanting to reach out to her but 
knowing to keep my distance until I know she feels the 
same way I do. 


“No,” she says, shaking her head, bewildered before 
adding, “What was all that about, those questions?” 


I don’t know what to say, for the first time in a long time, I 
can only realize again how much Chrissy makes me 
speechless. The thought of her being unhappy the only 
thing that finds my voice. 


I shrug, creasing my mouth while trying not to groan. 


Wanting to tell her just one thing, but seeing in her eyes she 
has a thousand more questions. 


“Your dad’s done a fine job,” I tell her truthfully, already 
making another decision instantly. The promotion of 
Chrissy’s dad to the new head of public relations. 


“That prick Campbell’s finished,” I add dismissively. 


But Chrissy’s eyes are searching mine for something else. 
She looks worried. 


“God, Chrissy. Isn’t it obvious!” I ask her, stepping over and 
taking her hands in mine, heaving relief when she grips 
them both back. 


“T asked you if you believe in fate? Destiny? For a reason.” 


Her eyes drop to the floor, lifting only slightly to settle on 
my growing crotch that’s bulging again already beyond my 
control. 


I want more than anything to press her hand to my 
member, to let her feel me, hoping she can bring me the 
relief I crave, but I honor my own pledge to only have her if 
she offers herself. 


“This! This is what you do to me,” I gasp, looking down at 
myself and feeling a jolt of excitement as her own sound of 
arousal escapes her, as she moves closer to me, her chest 
heaving in time with my own heart and letting me draw her 
close, so close that I can... that we can finally... 


I watch her clear blue eyes getting closer to mine, feeling 
her shiver in my arms as I draw her close. 


Despite everything, I know that destiny wins. 
That love will always find a way. 


I can sense the wetness of her lips as they almost touch 
mine. Her breath on mine as I pull her closer still, her 
warmth about to meet mine. 


That’s what this is. 

This is love. 

I tell myself that, feeling the bubble burst before it’s made. 
The heavy knock on the door jolts us both apart. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( hrissy 


The whole thing is surreal. 


Before Logan even moves in closer again, before I even tell 
myself this is what I really want forever. 


The scene with my dad on the TV, those questions, and the 
thoughts it all stirs up... 


It takes a back seat when Logan tells me the one thing I 
know I’ve longed to hear, not just now but for my whole 
adult life. 


That I have an effect on him he can’t control. 
That this man wants me. He really wants me. 


There’s a loud knocking sound at the door that keeps Logan 
from the outside world, that keeps us from anything that 
isn’t right now. 


Before anything else, Logan takes my chin in his forefinger 
and thumb and makes me promise we'll pick up this feeling, 


this exact moment before his lip quivers in the air in front of 
me. 


I feel myself sigh in agreement, dreamily nodding and 
wanting nothing else but his smooth mouth on mine. 


“Just tell me you want this,” he murmurs and I feel the 
electricity dancing between us, his lips so close it makes me 
whimper an agreement. 


“To be continued,” he says firmly, not wanting to let go of 
me, but yielding to his own protocols as he barks for 
whoever it is to come in. 


“Oh! Sorry, Mr. Parker. I thought you were-” 


“Speak!” Logan growls, letting his eyes and body shift away 
from me as he bores his powerful gaze into another man I 
haven’t seen before. 


“The press conference,” The man says, his brow cocking 
and a slight smile forming at the corner of his mouth. “I just 
came to see if there was anything you wanted me to do 
about that train wreck ending, plus Campbell and Foster 
want to come up,” the man adds, focusing on me and letting 
his eyes scan me. 


Making me feel ill with his judgment. 
His look which borders on disgust. 


“T thought I told you I wasn’t to be disturbed,” Logan snarls, 
not even trying to hide his own anger. The other man, way 
smaller than Logan shrinks back, collecting himself as his 
own eyes get shifty. Cunning. 


“T don’t think you did, Sir. I just...” 


He starts to say, but Logan’s not having any of it. 


“What do you really want Mike?” he says through gritted 
teeth, moving away from me and swelling to what looks like 
twice his size as he takes a menacing step towards the 
other man. 


“T just figured you might need some support is all, just so 
you know I’m here for you,” he says, but Logan is almost on 
him before he can close the door as the other shrinks back 
even further. 


“Pm not to be disturbed, Mike, and TIl handle things myself 
in my own way from now on,” he snarls again, slamming the 
door shut and making sure it’s locked before taking a 
breath and turning back to me. 


As soon as our eyes lock, he starts to smile though, smiling 
and shaking his head. Making me feel at ease straight away. 


Making me want to pick right up where we left off just now. 


“Sorry about that, Mike Collins,” he murmurs. “Wants my 
job even though I own the damned company.” 


I feel my heart swell in my chest, suddenly not doubting 
anything when I see the look in Logan’s eyes, the flexing of 
his body as it gravitates towards me again, making me feel 
like the most important thing on earth. 


In his world, our worlds getting closer by the second. 
“Just tell me.” Is all he can manage before I let him know. 


“You already know I’m yours. I’ve wanted you ever since I 
could...” I whisper, collapsing into his arms as his mouth 
finally presses hard over mine, exploding the warmth deep 
inside me and making me feel like I need all of him more 
than ever instead of feeling satisfied by just by a kiss. 


But what a kiss. 


I know I’m no kisser, never even had a boy let alone a real 
man kiss me. 


But with Logan, it’s like both our bodies have found the 
missing part of the other. 


In a single moment, it all makes sense. The feeling, the 
whole Father-Daughter week, his whole life, and mine, all 
leading up to this single instance where we truly find one 
another. 


And I instantly want more. 
Much, much more. 


It starts with just our lips, and I know Logan’s being gentle 
although he’s pressing hard, cradling my neck with his 
hand. 


I get bold, adventurous. 


Opening my mouth to his, I feel the new and exciting 
warmth of his tongue finding mine as we both moan quietly, 
feeling everything kick up a notch. 


His huge warm hand moves from my neck as his other grips 
my hip, moving up and down my back, pulling me into him 
as his mouth opens wider and my tongue dances over his 
before I feel him lifting me up without any effort. 


My arms strain to reach all the way around his thick neck 
and shoulders but Logan makes sure I can settle into him 
nice and close as he keeps kissing me. His strong arms 
holding me up with a sense of weightlessness that matches 
the entire fantasy coming true. 


He relaxes his own mouth, letting me kiss him until I need 
air, then smiles with a cocked brow as I take my face from 
his, gasping. But not for want of anything but more of the 
same. 


“T believe you,” he says, a matter of fact, pecking my cheek 
before carrying me over to the window and we both look 
out for a moment, the sun warming our faces as they hover 
so close to one another. 


I don’t have a single thought, the whole moment is just the 
two of us, and every worry about before, earlier today, and 
even my whole life before it is suddenly gone. 


“I don’t know how long we'll have,” he says thoughtfully. 
Looking away just long enough to consider the horizon. 


“Aren’t you the boss?” I ask wistfully, and he chuckles under 
his breath. 


“I am, but still. There are always interruptions here. Just 
tell me again that I’m not imagining things,” he asks me 
intently, “tell me over and over again that this is what you 
want.” 


I answer with my lips on his, and his hands tighten around 
me, squeezing me so hard I can’t help but gasp, feeling the 
now familiar buzz between my thighs getting more and 
more intense as I sense what we both need making itself 
clearer than ever. 


CHAPTER SIX 


L, ogan 


I’ve locked the door, but like I told Chrissy, I don’t know how 
much time we’ll have before the next interruption. Monday 
morning of Father-Daughter week I’m going to have people 
wanting things, especially after that press conference. 


Her dad. 


But she’s here, with me and I’ve kissed her. Staked my 
claim. 


I also know she needs more than a kiss. We both do. 


For the first time in my life, I feel the emptiness of my office 
which is my home filled up. I know I’ve found the one. 


A part of me wants to take her to bed, another wanting to 
take us both away. Someplace where nobody will bother us. 


“T want you so much,” I tell her, tracing my lips over her ear, 
feeling my own arousal becoming unbearable when she 
makes that sound again. 


The sound of a woman who needs a man like nothing else. 


I notice her eyes stray to my desk. A huge, solid wood affair 
that I know could hold the weight of a hundred of me, let 
alone the two of us. 


Her body starts to shudder and she whimpers another 
needful sound, stammering my name as her eyes widen 
before they start to gloss over. 


n 


“Logan... I’m gonna... It feels so...” she tries to say, and it 
suddenly registers with me just how close she is, just from 
me holding her, kissing her. 


I’ve spent twenty years building an empire, not even 
vaguely remembering a woman’s touch. Not even once in 
that time. 


But if Chrissy’s arousal is even half of what I’m feeling, 
which has my dick twitching in my pants and my ears 
pounding with the blood rushing through them, then I know 
I don’t have much time. 


In three strides I’m at my desk, settling her gently down on 
it, her legs opening wide for me as she moans like she’s ina 
trance. She lays back, automatically hitching up her skirt 
for me and I watch my hands run up the inside of the 
smooth creaminess of her thick thighs, groaning at the 
touch of her. 


“So smooth, so beautiful,” I tell her, watching with 
satisfaction as she gently bites the smile that dances on her 
lips. 


Her hands finding mine, and with her eyes still closed, she 
guides me to her mound. I shiver at the sight of her sweet 
pussy under her drenched panties, seeing at once how 
much she needs to come. 


I want to stand watching her all day like this, but her body 
starts to shudder again, her pussy lips clenching under the 


thin fabric as she tries to hold back the waves of her own 
arousal. 


Her own impending climax. 


“Logan,” she sighs again, gripping my hands this time and I 
know there’s only one thing to do. 


In a moment, my face is between her sweet thighs, my own 
hot mouth against her quivering mound. She bucks against 
my mouth straight away, pulling my head onto her with 
force as she grips my hair with both hands, a nearly painful 
sounding moan leaving her body. 


Fuck! She’s perfect! 


“Pm gonna drink from you,” I assure her, teasing her 
panties to one side and covering her whole wetness, 
savoring her essence and already wanting her to come, just 
so I can make her come again and again. 


Chrissy squirms and writhes under me, her smooth skin and 
sweet scent driving me wild. Her whimpering, urgent 
sounds get lower and as I shift my hands under her, 
squeezing that perfect ass in time with the movement of my 
tongue over her stiff clit, she starts to growl like a beast. 


I hear my own growl in reply, vibrating across her pleasure 
center, filling her whole body with the sound of my 
intentions. 


“Mine,” I growl aloud, at the same instant I feel her 
clutching me harder, pulling at my hair as her back arches, 
her whole body stiffening as she swears under her breath. 


Her first climax for me is as perfect as she is, and I savor 
her. Every part of her as she shudders and heaves under 
my mouth, my hands... 


After some time, her soft hands move to my face, wanting 
me to go up to hers. 


But I’m nowhere near done down here. 
I’m only just getting started. 


Chrissy’s soft laugh is muffled by her own moans as she 
settles into the pleasure of having her perfect pussy 
worshiped as it should be. 


By me. And for a very long time... 


When I feel her breath quicken and her mound shudder for 
a second time, she tugs at me after a moment, telling me 
she wants me someplace else. 


“Kiss me,” she sighs, and I can only do as she wants, lifting 
myself from her slick valley and letting her taste herself on 
my lips, in my mouth. 


My body presses against hers and I feel her legs wrap 
around my back of mine, drawing me closer. Telling me she 
doesn’t mind my whole weight on her. 


My hard body flexing over her softness is the greatest 
feeling, but I make sure I steady myself with my hands, my 
own arousal still screaming for release from inside my pants 
which I can feel wet against her belly. 


I feel her hands clawing for me, but not to free me from my 
pants. She’s gripping my shirt and tugging at it, a look of 
sudden apprehension in her clear blue eyes. 


“Chrissy, what is it?” I ask her, immediately lifting my 
weight and hoping I’m not hurting her. Praying I haven’t 
done anything wrong. 


She looks away her lower lip trembling where she once bit 
it with mischief, a sudden feeling of panic rising in me. 


“Chrissy, tell me what’s wrong,” I command her, sighing 
with perfect relief when she finally finds the words for her 
feelings. 


“Tm a virgin, Logan... I’ve never even... that was the first 
time I ever...” she says, and I lift her face to mine again, 
kissing away the lines of tears in her eyes. 


“Oh, Chrissy,” I tell her, holding her face in my hands, 
almost weeping for joy myself. 


“That’s the most wonderful news ever!” I exclaim, noting 
her look of further confusion. 


“Tt is?” she asks, and I tell her so again. 


“It means you'll be all mine and I'll be your first, don’t you 
see? It’s just perfect, just like you,” I tell her again, and I 
kiss her so hard, squeeze her so tight she squeals and we 
both end up laughing. 


I sigh again, relieved to see her happy, to know she'll be 
mine and nobody else’s in this life. 


To know I can stop trying to fill the emptiness in my life 
that’s haunted me for the past twenty years. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


( hrissy 


For a few moments, I forget where we are. It really does 
feel just like me and Logan, but there’s a muffled sound 
from someplace far off, gradually getting louder. 


Male voices talking louder and louder until there’s another 
banging on the doors of Logan’s office. 


It shocks us both back to reality, and the warm wood of the 
thick desk underneath me suddenly feels cold. Logan’s 
hands feel warm though, and he holds me close to him for a 
moment, promising me that everything’s alright. 


“Take a second, take as long as you need,” he tells me 
firmly, lifting himself up, straightening his own clothes and 
smoothing over his hair. 


As startled as I am, almost frightened once I hear my dad’s 
voice in the mix, I have to smile when I notice there’s just 
one thing Logan can’t ‘fix’. 


His huge bulging crotch, which makes us both smile as I get 
up, and make myself pretty again, sitting opposite Logan in 


a chair in front of his desk before he sits himself down, 
arranging some papers and somberly commanding whoever 
it is to enter, casually flicking the electronic switch on his 
desk to unlock the door. 


Three men practically tumble into Logan’s office, with my 
dad right at the front, the man Mike from before, as well as 
another I recognize from the press conference. 


Logan frowns and is completely deadpan as he looks over to 
them. I cross my legs and raise my brows, trying not to give 
anything away when my dad’s eyes lock on mine. 


“I assume you have a supreme reason for interrupting me 
again,” Logan says, showing contained anger as his eyes 
flash at all three men. 


“Sorry, Mr. Parker, but Mr. Foster here insisted,” The one 
called Mike says, looking flushed. His eyes are on me again, 
he notices the change, I’m sure of it. 


It must be obvious, a blind man could sense the chemistry 
still lingering between Logan and me because it’s 
permanent now. I can’t help but shoot Logan a little look of 
my own, relieved when his lip curls for just a second, letting 
me know it’s okay. 


I leave it to him to take care of the situation, hoping it leads 
to him taking care of me again as soon as possible. 


I love my dad, and Ill be eternally grateful for him for 
today... 


But seriously dad? Just not now, I’m busy! 


I’m trying to give dad my best ‘what the heck?’ look, but 
he’s got a determined look all of his own. 


I know my dad, and no matter what, he’ll always put his 
daughter first. 


“Mr. Parker! I really have to see my daughter. I’m not sure 
I’m comfortable with you just whisking her away like this,” 
he says loudly. 


Logan gestures towards me with an open hand. 


“There’s your daughter, Mr. Foster. I was hoping to speak 
with you too, about a promotion. You handled the press 
conference very well, I thought, but now you burst into my 
office, unannounced and I have to Say... interrupting me, 
which I don’t like. Not one bit.” 


I can only make a more pained expression in my dad’s 
direction. Even if nothing else had just happened between 
Logan and me, my dad’s making a fool of himself, in front of 
his boss and dragging me down with him. 


“Mr. Parker,” The other two men start to say, trying to talk 
over each other, but Logan’s hand is up and his brow is 
creased, giving his flaming eyes an even darker look. 


“Promotion?” my dad echoes, everything else seems to slip 
from his mind as he looks from me to Logan again, who’s 
nodding slowly as he brings his fingertips together, tapping 
them in silent contemplation. 


Promotion? 


I do a little double-take myself, but those other two men are 
vying for Logan’s attention. 


“But, Mr. Parker?!” they both say desperately. 


Logan’s eyes silence them both and they shrink back 
toward the door, proving they’ve seen that look before and 
what comes after it. 


Logan leans over to me, excusing himself for a minute, and 
making me smile to myself as his arm expertly hides his still 


raging hard on, he ushers my dad and the man from the 
press conference out into the lobby. 


Mike, slinks a little closer to me, hissing a warning under 
his breathe before Logan comes back in. 


“I know what’s happening,” he says factually. “I’ve seen it a 
thousand times, you’re nothing special just one of a 
thousand girls. See that stack of files over there?” he asks 
cuttingly, jutting his chin to a huge yellow pile of manila 
folders. 


“Take a peek when you get a chance, kid. Get to know the 
real Logan Parker.” 


He sneers a little, and then stands erect, smiling once 
Logan slips back into his office, back to his seat after having 
a quiet word with my dad and the other guy, who 
disappeared without a sound. 


Odd. 


My dad would never just back down like that, and I feel a 
strange itch in my mind from what this Mike guy has just 
told me too, making me stare fixedly at the stack of folders 
behind Logan on a heavy shelf. 


“That'll be all, Mike,” Logan clips in the man’s general 
direction, waving him away and already fingering the 
electronic door lock. 


Mike opens his mouth to speak, but only shoots me a sly 
look, and a little wink before he leaves. 


Logan catches it but once we’re alone he asks me if I want 
to carry on where we just left off. 


I can’t help but keep looking at those files, the sudden exit 
of my dad, and what that guy just said, still swimming in my 
mind. 


It’s not true, I know it isn’t. Logan would never... 


“Chrissy?” Logan asks, looking concerned as he studies my 
expression. “What’s the matter? If it’s about your dad,” he 
starts to say, but I have to ask him what’s on my mind. 


If nothing else, Logan has a right to know what his 
employees are saying behind his back. 


“What’s in those files?” I ask, pointing behind him, 
registering his confused look. 


“These?” he asks, swiveling in his chair, glancing over at the 
stack of files. “They’re the Father-Daughter participants, 
employees, and their daughters who’re part of Father- 
Daughter week,” he says without blinking. 


“Why do you ask?” he adds, looking to the doorway, his jaw 
flexing as it tightens. 


“Why did you really pick me?” I ask him, suddenly not so 
sure of my own opinion anymore. 


Whoever Mike is, he has a certain way of planting a seed of 
doubt in a person’s minds, and very quickly. 


“What did Mike tell you?” he asks, suddenly looking deadly 
serious. 


“He said you’ve had a thousand girls, that you use them up 
and throw them away,” I stammer, feeling my cheeks flush 
and my heart starting to pound. 


It all sounds so real when I say it out loud like Mike was 
telling the truth, maybe... because a huge part of me still 
thinks Logan could have any girl he wants. Why would he 
choose me? 


Nobody’s ever so much as looked twice at me except to 
make fun. 


As if Logan Parker, millionaire CEO would or even should 
look at me... unless he’s up to something, just like that 
creepy guy seems so sure he is. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


L, ogan 


I should’ve known better than to let that weasel in here for 
one second. Mike Collins... 


I make a low growling noise, vowing to finish that man off 
somehow, once and for all. 


Trouble is, he’s the Playboy of the board, bringing in 
millions in revenue for the fat, greedy board members who 
count their share price all day instead of trying to better 
the company. 


My company. 


In a single moment, it becomes so clear to me what I need 
to do with my company, but the only thing that really 
matters to me is Chrissy. 


I hold Chrissy’s gaze with mine, shaking my head as I watch 
a tear form in her eyes. 


“Chrissy, don’t tell me you actually believed him?” I ask her. 
“Don’t tell me you actually think...” 


But I can’t finish, it’s too much to even comprehend. 


That someone as dumb as Mike Collins could leave such an 
impact on Chrissy, my Chrissy, within seconds of me leaving 
her alone with him. 


“And what about my dad?” Chrissy asks. “Where’s he gone 
now? Promoted?” she asks with a sudden note of bitterness 
in her sweet voice. 


I run my hands over my face, forcing air into my lungs in an 
effort to calm myself down. 


I don’t want to startle Chrissy with my anger for Mike or 
the board right now. 


Not her problem. 


I just want things the way they were five fucking minutes 
ago. 


“Chrissy, I do want to promote your dad, to PR instead of 
accounting. He handled himself very well at that press 
conference. I told Campbell just now to go show him around 
the department and later on... I thought later on... I’d have 
a meeting and offer him a better position here at Logan.” 


“Because of me? So you can...?” She starts to say. 
“T want you, Chrissy,” I tell her again. “Only you.” 


Her eyes dart to the door and her breathing quickens 
again, but this time for all the wrong reasons. 


Damn that Mike prick. I'll break his fucking neck myself! 


“I think maybe I’d better go find my dad,” she chokes, 
making my chest ache with a pain I thought I’d never know 
in this life. 


“Chrissy...” I start. “We can go somewhere else, just the two 
of us, anywhere you want,” I tell her, wishing I’d taken her 
away from this place to start with. 


This damned building, full of rats and cutthroats all trying 
to bring me down while kissing my ass all day. 


“T... I’m not sure what I want anymore, Logan,” she nearly 
sobs, and without looking at me again, she stands up and 
makes for the door, which I unlock with the flick of a switch. 


It’s the hardest thing to even think of letting her go, 
especially right now but I can’t keep her here if she doesn’t 
want to stay. 


“Chrissy, please,” I hear myself saying, but she won’t even 
look at me. 


She’s shaking, doesn’t even know where to go once she 
gets outside my office. 


I fight the urge to run over, to grab hold of her and make 
her stay. 


The phone rings as I watch her make her way to the 
elevators out in the corridor, pushing a button before she 
finally looks back to me as I pick up the phone. 


I mouth the word ‘mine’ to her, pleading with my eyes one 
last time, but she’s choosing to go. 


She steps into the elevator and I feel my heart sink. 
“Mr. Parker? Sir?” 


The voice on the line, it’s Campbell. Public Relations 
superstar. 


Know it all asshole and soon to be tasting the end of the shit 
stick that is Logan Parker having a bad day. 


“You’re fired, Campbell. Clean out your desk, security will 
escort you from the building in five minutes.” 


I can hear him gasp, then groan then snarl. He takes a 
breath to try and say something that will make a difference, 
but it’s too late. 


“Five minutes, Campbell,” I remind him, checking my 
watch. “There’ll be an independent inquiry regarding your 
conduct here at Logan too, don’t leave town. Legal will be 
in touch.” 


I hang up without another word, punching security and 
telling them to throw Campbell’s ass outta my building. 


“T want his hard drive, block his email, and phone accounts. 
Anything he did while in this building, I want it, and I want 
it looked over, find out what he’s really been up to and have 
a report for legal within forty-eight hours,” I say 
mechanically. 


“Right away, Mr. Parker.” 
I should feel better. A little anyway. 
One down, a hundred assholes to go, right? 


But I can only make a croaking sound. A painful, dry sound 
escapes me where the sounds of our arousal were just a few 
minutes ago. 


Chrissy. 


Shaking my head, I stand up and start to pace. I gnaw at my 
lip and clench my hands as I start doing laps in my office. 


Logan Parker is a man who knows what he wants. He 
always gets what he wants. 


But with Chrissy. 


She’s the one thing I can’t just pluck from the tree of life. 
She has to come to me, she has to want me as much as I 
want her. 


I thought she did, she does, she said it herself 
Fuck! 
Mike Collins. 


The name is painful to me now, but nothing compared to the 
pain I swear he’ll feel himself before this week is out. 


I punch security’s number in again. 


“There’s a young lady, Chrissy Foster... she was with me at 
the press conference earlier. She’ gone and got herself lost, 
just stepped into the elevator on my floor.” 


The voice on the other end lightens a little. “We’ll find her, 
Mr. Parker, make sure she gets to where she needs to be.” 


She needs to be with me. 


“Her dad’s in PR now, maybe see she gets to his floor? 
Thanks.” 


I have to hang up, barely able to speak now as I hear myself 
giving orders for anything that doesn’t bring her straight 
back to me. 


As long as she’s still in the building. 
My building. 


As long as I can see her, know where she is, I'll have 
another chance. 


rll make damned sure I have another chance. 


Just leave her to settle down for a while. 


Take stock, clean house, Parker. 


Then take what’s already yours, claim what’s coming to 
you... 


CHAPTER NINE 


( hrissy 


It still feels like a dream, but one that’s turned into a 
nightmare. 


What the hell am I doing? 
I want Logan and I know he wants me. 


It’s like that Mike guy put some evil spell on me, right at my 
most vulnerable moment when I was so worried about 
seeing my dad. Right after Logan... 


My god, he’s so perfect. His mouth on me... making me 
come like that. 


What the hell have I done? 


It’s like the further away I get from Logan, the more I 
realize the gravity of the mistake I’m making. But it’s too 
late. 


I’ve blown it. I know I have. 


I told him I need to go find my dad, that I don’t believe he 
could really want me... those files... must’ve been hundreds 
of girls in there... 


Oh! I just don’t know anymore. 


I can barely focus as I step into the elevator, realizing that 
on top of walking away from the greatest man alive, I have 
no idea where I am or where I’m going. 


I stab a button and bark a sob as the doors finally close, 
heading down. The only way I can go from now on. 


I have to sniff back my tears as I feel the elevator slowing, 
somebody else getting in. I don’t want to look up but it’s 
nice to see such a friendly face when I feel so bad. 


“You alright, sweetheart?” she asks, an older gray haired 
woman. She looks like someone’s friendly grandma. 


I can only crease my mouth, kind of shrugging. 


“You’re lost,” she observes casually, pushing her own floor 
and patting my arm gently. 


“T still lose my own way around here sometimes. Do you 
know where you should be?” she asks, her tone friendly and 
helpful. 


“PR,” I stammer, “My dad,” I manage, but know if I try to 
speak again IIl burst into tears. 


Oh, Logan! I’m sorry. 


“But it’s not your dad you’re worried about is it?” she asks, 
and I can’t help but shake my head. 


“What happened?” she asks me firmly, her mouth set in a 
determined look, but her eyes staying clear and calm. 


“T was with Mr. Parker, Logan,” I tell her, watching her eyes 
grow wide. 


“Somebody said he was using me, that he has a hundred 
girls and once he’s had them he just throws them away,” I 
blurt out, feeling the tears coming now, I can’t help it. 


“Who said that?” She asks me cuttingly, practically gripping 
my arm. 


“Mike... Mike...” I stammer. 


“Mike Collins,” The old woman says sharply to herself, her 
eyes narrowing before they grow clear and wide again. 


“Let me tell you something dear,’ she says with great 
warmth, taking my arm in hers as the elevator opens 
silently and she guides me out with her into an empty 
corridor. 


“Tve worked here for twenty years, worked my way up from 
cleaner to executive in human resources and I can assure 
you, Logan Parker has only ever had one woman.” 


I feel my heart sink, waiting for the news of his wife, his 
long and happy marriage to miss perfect somewhere. 


“It’s this place,” she adds with a confidential tone. “Logan 
Parker is married to his company and has worked on it day 
and night for twenty years, he even lives here. I’ve never 
known him to even have a day off let alone go on a date. 
Why, if any girl ever was lucky enough to land him, he’d 
treat her like a queen. I can guarantee you that!” 


She registers the look of shock on my face, her own 
dropping a little as she realizes what I’m realy 
experiencing. 


She takes a deep breath. “Young lady, I’d forget anything 
anybody else said that isn’t reminding you what a great 


man Mr. Parker is, and if you’re trying to tell me what I 
think you are, don’t waste a minute, go back to him and 
don’t you ever let him go.” 


She gently squeezes my arm, pointing to a series of frosted 
glass doors up ahead before disappearing into a stairwell. 
“PR is through there honey... but I’d be getting back in that 
elevator if I was you, heading straight back up to you know 
who.” 


I feel a moment of relief, then hope. I know deep down that 
Logan’s not a womanizer, but that Mike guy was so 
convincing... like he has an answer for everything. 


It’s enough to make me stop blubbering, but the jagged 
hole that’s the pit of my stomach dropping hasn’t improved 
with the knowledge I really have made a fool of myself with 
Logan. 


I doubted he wanted me in the first place, and now I doubt 
he’d ever take me back let alone give me a second chance, 


I know from what my dad’s told me, nobody gets near 
Logan Parker personally unless he wills it to be so. The 
man’s an island and this building is his fortress... 


‘Why, if any girl ever was lucky enough to land him, he’d 
treat her like a queen...’ 


The old woman’s words echo in my mind and I hear the 
elevator opening again, a couple of burly looking security 
guards are heading my way. 


One of them looks happy to see me. 


Somebody’s happy to see me... probably come to throw me 
out though. 


“Ms. Foster?” he asks politely. “Boy are we glad we found 
you, Mr. Parker sent us to make sure you got to where you 


need to go. Public Relations, where your dad is at, it’s right 
this way,” he says, holding his open hand towards the doors 
up ahead. 


“We have some other business there ourselves, so we'll 
walk with you if that’s alright?” 


I nod absently, stunned. Even after being so stupid, acting 
like a spoiled child, Logan’s only concern is making sure I 
don’t get lost. 


Even once I walked out on him he still only wants to protect 
me. 


“What do you know about Mike Collins?” I ask one of the 
guards, making both of them look awkward to the point of 
stopping in their tracks. 


They eye each other for a second, then look around, making 
sure nobody else is listening. 


“He’s not our favorite,” the first guard says diplomatically. 
“Matter of fact we’re just on our way to escort another of 
our least favorites from the building, wish it was Collins we 
were getting rid of as well. Man’s a damned criminal, but 
the board they keep him on,” he says before catching 
himself. 


“This way, Miss. Please,” he says, both of them urging me 
forward, looking like two boys who just told a stranger 
everything they shouldn’t have. 


“What do you mean, a criminal?” I ask, and the guard sighs 
before opening the door for me. 


“Forget we even said anything Miss, but a word of warning, 
don’t let yourself get caught alone with Mike Collins if you 
catch my meaning.” 


It all makes sense somehow, and I feel bad for Logan all 
over again. 


His own company, something he’s worked so hard to build, 
and he has to deal with people trying to bring him down 
every minute of his workday. 


Moving through the huge glass doors, I catch sight of my 
dad’s head over some partitions instantly, and he looks up 
as if by instinct, waving me over. 


“There’s my dad, thank you,” I tell the guard, “...for 
everything.” 


He tips his finger to his cap in salute and I rush over to my 
dad. 


“Honey? What’s the matter. Why were you with security? 
Have you been crying?” 


Good old dad, there’s no putting anything past him, but I 
can’t tell him the truth, no way can I tell him the truth. 


“T just got lost, and a little upset is all. They just showed me 
where you were,” I tell him, half-truthfully. 


Only leaving out the part where Logan Parker ate me out on 
his desk for a half-hour and then I imagined him doing that 
to every girl in the building and storming off like an idiot... 


Ugh! 


I notice a third security guard in front of a closed door, 
making those other two guys look puny. He’s almost as big 
as Logan. 


Logan. 


“What’s going on, dad?” I ask, noticing just how concerned 
he looks. 


“I dunno sweetie, it’s just weird. When I saw you just 
before, Mr. Parker took me aside, telling me to go with 
Campbell down here to PR and that he’d get in touch later 
today or maybe tomorrow about a promotion. Then not two 
minutes after we all got back down here, there was security 
in front of Campbell’s office and Mike Collins took off like a 
bat outta hell.” 


“T think Mr. Parker might just be cutting away a little dead 
wood, dad,” I hear myself saying absently, making him give 
me a quizzical look. 


“He only told me to come down and make sure you found 
your way alright, to your new job,” I continue, hoping my 
dad buys my story. 


“And what else is Mr. Parker telling you?” he asks, looking 
more like a protective father than an employee. 


“T think you might be right about that internship,” is all I 
can manage. 


I don’t like lying to my dad, but I don’t want to lose my 
chance at being with Logan either. 


“Pll head back up now, you might have your new office 
before you know it,” I tell him, finally feeling myself smile 
again as I tip my head towards the closed door with the 
guard out front as I sense my dad shaking his head once 
again. 


Unable to believe myself just how this day’s panning out. 


CHAPTER TEN 


L, ogan 


I know when to act and when to wait, but this waiting... it’s 
killing me inside. 


I’m not sure how long I’ve paced until I finally stare out the 
window, looking over the fifty-foot high red letters on the 
building that spells my name, reflected in the hotel’s glass 
opposite. 


None of it means anything without her anymore. 


None of really meant anything in the first place, not until 
she walked into my life. 


She can’t just walk away, I won’t let her. 


What are you gonna do... force her to love you? Make her 
come back? 


I talk myself into a tight ball of nerves, reminding myself to 
just wait, to be patient. 


Something always presents itself. 


But sometimes a man has to do what he has to do, he has to 
act. 


She did ask if I was the boss, didn’t she? She also told me 
she was mine. She fucking told me. 


I can’t force her to love me, to even come back but I can 
sure as hell tell her how much I love her. How much I need 
her. 


The company be damned. 


As soon as I have the thought, the moment my heart lifts at 
the thought of Chrissy in my arms again as I remember how 
damn fine she felt with my hands running over her... the 
taste of her still in my mouth... 


The god damned phone rings again. 
Never a minute’s peace, not for twenty fucking years! 


“What!” I snarl, snatching up the handset, swearing I will 
fire everyone today if that’s what it takes. 


“Mr. Parker...I’ve had a disturbing phone call from Mike 
Collins and Campbell... Campbell what’s his name, from 
Public Relations.” 


It’s the most senior board member apart from myself, Alex 
Haywood. Been with me since the beginning. 


“So?” I hear myself spit, glad he hasn’t come to my office in 
person, my hands are white-knuckled and itching to lash 
out at something. 


“TIl tell you this in confidence, Logan, a lot of us on the 
board are unhappy with the way you’re running things. A 
meeting’s been called and it doesn’t involve you. There’s 
talk of a hostile takeover, with a lot of support from other-” 


My growl silences him. I sound like a wounded animal, but 
an angry one too. 


I hold the majority share of the company, always have and 
always will, but this is how the dice rolls. Fat cats wanna get 
fatter and they can’t stand to see a younger man at the 
helm. A man with principles. 


A man with some conscience. 


Off the top of my head, doing the roughest math, I know I 
could get out. I could let even just the majority control slip 
by a few percent and still have enough money for ten 
lifetimes. 


More than enough for one lifetime with Chrissy. 
With our own family... 


The only business I really want to be in now, the only 
company worth keeping. 


But I’m as stubborn as I am strong, and I don’t take threats 
or orders from anyone, no matter who they are. 


“Campbell’s under independent investigation,” I reply dryly. 
“Mike Collins is next and I can add your name to the list if 
you want, Alex. I won’t have you, the board, or anybody 
interfering with the way I do things. It’s gone on for too 
long as it is. If anyone’s got no confidence it’s me, no 
confidence in you or your fucking board,” I hear myself 
telling him quite calmly by now, feeling some of the Parker 
steam returning to my pipes, the valves working again. 


My machinery back online. 
As it should be. 


Alex is wheezing, trying to catch his breath. I don’t think 
anyone’s ever spoken to him like that in his whole life, but 


I’m gonna stick by my word and Il cut down the next prick 
who tries to get between me and Chrissy... the next prick 
who tries to tell Logan Parker how things should be done. 


I hang up the phone gently, feeling my whole body relax. A 
little pain rushing through my muscles after I realize how 
long I’ve been so tense. 


“T should’ve just taken you to bed, baby. Locked the door 
and...” I say aloud, my voice catching in my throat. 


The gravity of not having her being here dawning on me. 


I turn on my heel and head for the door. I know where she’s 
headed, where she’s most likely to be. 


I should probably tell her dad the good news anyway, he’s 
the new head of Public Relations, best point him in the right 
direction too, get him set up with some staff, a meeting. 


People love meetings. 
Now, I remind myself. 


I’m gonna go claim my girl. I’m gonna take us both away 
from this place for a while. Long enough to spoil her and 
tell her everything, make sure she doesn’t ever doubt me 
enough to think she has to leave ever again. 


I could take my private elevator, but I think the time for 
Logan Parker lurking in the shadows has come to an end. 
I’m the boss and it’s about time people around here 
remembered that. 


I straighten my tie and lifting my head a little higher, stride 
towards the open elevator outside my office, catching sight 
of someone as they open a stairwell door. 


“Evelyn?” I ask, stepping from the open elevator towards 
her, my hands out. 


She looks like she might be about to faint. 


“Mr. Parker!” she exclaims, smiling and flushing bright red, 
grateful when I let her rest her hands against my forearms. 


“Are the elevators not working?” I ask her, worried about 
her color and heavy breathing. 


“No, just... getting in... my daily... steps...” she assures me. 


“But it’s...the girl...1 came about...Mr. Parker... I saw her 
down there... she’s in a.. awful state... worried sick I’d 
say...” she heaves, a mischievous glint in her eye. 


I feel myself swallowing hard, grateful there’s still real 
employees left in this company. 


Grateful for people like Evelyn. 


“What did she say?” I ask her, almost grabbing her by the 
arms. 


“T told her to get her ass right back to you... Sir...” she says, 
smiling broadly and patting my arm. 


I smile myself, finally feeling the weight lifting, and kissing 
Evelyn on the forehead, I tell her that once she’s recovered 
herself, to see about drafting a contract of employment for 
Charles Foster, the new head of Public relations. 


“The girl’s father?” Evelyn asks, sounding not too surprised. 


“That’s right, Evelyn, time for a shakeup around here. A 
new dawn for Logan Industries.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


( hrissy 


Leaving my dad, who has a few others surrounding him 
already once they get the drift of what’s happening. If he’s 
going to be their new boss, they’re doing all they can to 
make him feel welcome. 


Or just kissing his ass, who knows? 
Who cares? 


I know where my place is, and it’s not on this floor. Not even 
with my dad anymore. 


I shiver with excitement and just a little apprehension as I 
make my way back to the elevator, determined to find 
Logan and do whatever it takes to start over. 


I had no idea the corporate world was so intense, I can’t 
believe I believed that moron Mike Collins even for a 
second. 


I’m trembling all over as I punch the button for the very top 
floor, the button which has Logan all over it. 


The ride up feels like a year and although I start to have my 
usual doubts and insecurities all over again, I clench my jaw 
and shake my head. 


No. He told me I’m his, and dammit I told I am... there’s not 
a moment to- 


The elevator swishes open and as if my own thoughts have 
become reality again, he’s there. 


Waiting for me. 
Sort of. 


He’s standing by the elevator, pushing the button over and 
over with his finger, his eyes growing wide once he sees me, 
and then he does what I wished he’d done in the first place. 


He steps into the elevator and pulls me towards him, 
shaking his head firmly to silence me when I try to speak. 


The only thing I feel is his hands around my waist and his 
lips on mine, his mouth pressing so hard, so hot and wet it’s 
a command all of its own. 


His body pressing against mine as his hands move over my 
back and up to my neck, instantly reigniting every emotion, 
every feeling, and of course, every need I have for him all 
over again. 


He’s standing in the door just enough to stop it from 
closing. To stop anyone else from interrupting us but most 
of all, to keep us together like this for as long as he can, 
which I have no problem with. 


I know in a second that I was wrong, that my imagination 
and low self-esteem, plus the lies of one person almost kept 
me from my destiny and I vow to myself and to Logan 
silently, to never let that happen ever again. 


When he does stop kissing me, I try to speak, but he won’t 
let me. 


His fingers on my lips and his forehead pressed against 
mine. The man is crouching over so much just to reach me 
he must be in agony. 


“T’m taking you away from here, Chrissy, no arguments. If I 
didn’t make it clear enough... I love you and I want to make 
you mine, mine alone and all mine.” 


I stab a short nod in agreement, shivering a shorter breath 
before he seals both our fates with another of his powerful 
kisses. 


If I was a cat I’ve used up life number two... and I know 
where I want to spend all of number three. 


Forever... 


Still kissing me, holding me so close I can feel his heart 
pounding against my own body, I feel the elevator start to 
go down and although I never want this moment to end, I 
know that Logan Parker is taking charge now. 


No more games. 
No more doubts. 


I feel my heart flutter so fast against my ribs I feel like it will 
burst, but with each wave of virginal anxiety I have, there’s 
an equally stronger yearning to have this huge hunk of a 
man inside me, working this magic on a whole new level. 


I feel the elevator finally stop and somehow know we’re all 
the way down at the bottom. The ground floor. 


The door opens wide and the sounds of the huge foyer fill 
the small space which is made smaller by Logan’s large 
frame. 


He only looks at me intensely, pecking my lips one more 
time before he takes my hand in his and leads me out of the 
elevator, I hear my inch high heels clipping across the 
marble and gradually getting louder as I become aware it’s 
the only sound before we get to the vast front doors of 
Logan Industries. 


Every single person has stopped and turned to look at us. 


There’s nobody within a five-mile radius who doesn’t know 
Logan from his picture, from his huge presence. 


To see him crossing the floor to leave his own building with 
a girl like me... it’s a good thing the media’s packed up and 
gone home. 


Good thing the world record people aren’t anywhere 
nearby. 


But I can tell Logan doesn’t care and neither do I. 


I’m hand in hand with the man I love, and I know he’s 
taking me someplace to prove it. To make it a permanent 
thing between us both. 


It could be my imagination, but I already decided there’s no 
more time for that, but it feels like even people on the 
street, the traffic itself stops as we both cross the street 
after the doorman tips his hat and wishes Mr. Parker a good 
afternoon. 


I’d cross burning lava for Logan, anything as long as I knew 
he’d have me, but I have to admit I’m a little surprised 
when his hand in mine leads me... 


Just across the street. 


Don’t get me wrong, I can see at once where we’re headed. 
It’s the most expensive hotel in the state, probably the most 
luxurious building in the country. 


A gently firm squeeze of his hand reminds me to keep quiet, 
not to say or do anything except follow his lead. 


The doorman of the hotel could be the same one from his 
own building, utterly shocked and warmly welcoming Mr. 
Parker to the hotel. 


The concierge has a similar reaction, then looks suddenly 
embarrassed, flushing bright red when Logan asks for the 
best room they have. 


The concierge goes from red to white in a second, without 
even checking his computer he knows he doesn’t have a 
spare room let alone the best in the hotel. 


Logan reads his mind, sighing briefly through his nose and 
drumming his huge fingers on the counter as he composes 
himself. 


“Mr. Parker... I’m so, so sorry... but-” 
Logan ignores him and starts telling me something. 


“Y’know, Chrissy? I know the owner of this hotel, the 
worldwide chain, he keeps begging me to buy from him... I 
think I just decided to help him out with that, but now this 
young man’s telling me I can’t even get a room in my own 
hotel?” 


A manager appears, relieving the concierge, and after a 
two-second phone call, we’re being shown up to what must 
be the presidential suite. 


Logan practically slams the door in the guy’s face, his hands 
on my chest in an instant, and as I hear myself moaning 
with pleasure, relief, and excitement, I can see the name of 
the man I know I love in fifty-foot high letters on the 
building across the road. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


L, ogan 


I know she wants to say sorry. I know she wants to tell me a 
million other things, but I don’t need to hear it. 


I never need the most perfect person alive to apologize for 
anything. 


Not ever. 


She’s perfect and she came back to me, that’s all that 
matters. 


If anyone’s sorry, it’s me. For letting her out of my sight for 
two minutes, not something I plan on doing anytime soon or 
ever again. 


The only thing that needs doing is her, and I know I don’t 
have to hide my animal desire for her anymore, both of us 
wanting just one thing now. 


Knowing we won’t be disturbed should slow us down, but 
the look in her eyes is as intense as the hardness I have for 
her, needing to fill her with it. 


Needing to claim her now, putting every other doubt or 
circumstance out of both our minds. 


Holding her close isn’t enough, and I left her up again, 
something I can feel is our instant favorite position. 


It means I can hold her, hug her, and have her receptive 
mound grinding against my aching cock at the same time. I 
walk us both through to the main bedroom, wanting this to 
be special. 


Wanting this to be right. 


The same magnetism that’s brought us together, finds us 
the bed while our mouths are locked onto each other’s. 


Her rising breath and whimpering moans as her hands claw 
at my jacket tell me there’s no time for anything else. 


Her hands pull my jacket off my shoulders, and mine are 
busy hitching her skirt, only pulling her panties to one side 
with a loud tear as we both gasp again. 


I lay her down on her back on the bed, flicking my jacket 
and pulling at my shirt, when something floats down 
between us, like a feather. 


The photo from her file. 


It lands square on her heaving belly, her own image facing 
me as she looks down at it. 


“It’s the only photo I looked at from those files, Chrissy,” I 
tell her. “It’s the only one I needed to see, making me 
realize how much I want you. Need you.” 


“Take me, Logan,” she says, starting to squirm and writhe 
on the bed like a woman possessed, only opening her eyes 
to meet mine as I gently pull her legs open after sliding out 


of my pants. My hardness bobbing against my abs as a thick 
clear line of precome runs from me. 


I peel off her skirt as she strips herself out of her blouse 
and bra, and in seconds we’re both naked, my body pressed 
hard up against her sweet softness. 


Her photo pressed somewhere between us, reminding me 
to keep it forever after today. 


As if I wasn’t going to already. 


I still can’t believe how beautiful she is and want to explore 
every inch of her, but that look she has, the shivering of her 
body tells me how close she is already. 


How close we both are. 


Her hands both press up onto my chest and her eyes finally 
widen, waking her from her dreamy look as she starts to 
feel her way across my own nakedness. 


My own hands find her soft smoothness and hers start to 
claw lightly at my tensing chest, then abs as she works her 
way down to what I know she wants most of all. 


“We can go slow,” I tell her, realizing just how tight she’s 
gonna be once her hands settle around my shaft and start 
circling her drenched pussy with it, moaning louder with 
each pass across her thickening clit. 


“After... right now... I need this...” she sighs, and gripping 
me harder she starts to feed me inside her, lifting her hips 
and wincing for just one second before lifting her legs 
higher as I fill her in one smooth motion, making us both 
moan loudly. 


Clenching my jaw, I grip her tighter and rush to meet her 
mouth with mine. It’s our first kiss with me inside her and I 


don’t want to miss this memory, like the photo, something 
I’ll keep forever, I know it. 


She’s so tight, but instead of feeling like we’re both gonna 
finish before we start, something relaxes between us both, 
like we’re finally joined and there’s nothing to stop us from 
enjoying each other now. 


As soon as I find her limit, as she takes all of my length she 
can, we both discover that new, special place that feels like 
a key in a lock. The instant pleasure we both feel is so 
intense that we both gasp again and I hold her face as I 
look deep into her eyes. 


“This,” I tell her, “I want this with you, always Chrissy.” 


Her head nods and we’re kissing again, everything feeling 
like the first time I kissed her not so long ago. Every kiss 
feeling like that first kiss. 


But Chrissy surprises me. 


My girl wants to fuck and she starts to work herself onto 
and over my tool like nothing I could ever have imagined. 


Virgin, huh? 


I think she’s spent a long time rehearsing for this moment 
in her mind. I know I have and between the two of us, we 
soon find out that wild love is just as sweet as the slow and 
gentle kind I know TIl spend the rest of today making with 
her. 


“T thought I was the wild one,” I growl in her ear, moaning 
again as she bucks harder against me, thrusting her hips so 
hard against me and gripping my thighs with hers. 


Making me thankful for a real woman, someone who I can 
grab hold of. Someone who can take the size and hardness 
of my body pounding against theirs. 


Shifting myself up onto my knees and gripping those 
perfect hips as hard as I dare, I start to thrust harder, with 
one hand eventually finding her ass and giving it an equally 
hard squeeze. 


“Tell me what you want Chrissy... tell me how you want it,” I 
command her, feeling my hardness kicking up a notch, my 
balls rising up as I push deeper than ever into her. 


“T want you to come inside me, Logan... fill me up with your 
babies... with... our... children...” she stammers. Each word 
interrupted by my balls slapping against her fine ass, her 
eyes starting to roll back, and then finally her wish comes 
true, and I come like never before. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


( hrissy 


I could look at Logan naked all day. Feeling him naked 
though, it drives me so wild, makes me only want him inside 
me so much, I don’t know how it happened or what I did to 
deserve this. 


I should be shy, reserved, and even embarrassed, especially 
embarrassed. 


But the way Logan looks at me, the things he tells me, and 
the fact I can see how much he’s getting off on me as much 
as I am on him... it brings out a side of me that almost 
scares me. 


Except it isn’t scary, it’s beautiful. 


Without him even telling me, I know why Logan’s worked so 
hard and why he’s always alone. 


Something in his eyes, past his passions and his energy, 
screams the fact that the man’s never had a family. That 
he’s always been a lone wolf. 


I know I want to change that, I know I want to be the one 
who makes his lonely days and nights leave forever. 


I want him inside me, his seed inside me. 
Our family inside me. 
Our future, together, forever. 


I’m bucking hard against him when I tell him so... maybe 
not in so many words, but I think he gets what I mean and it 
feels like something’s let loose inside of him. 


That he finally understands what I really want, beyond the 
man, the money, and anything else most people see when 
they see Logan. 


I see the father of my children, my new best friend, and our 
protector... and once I tell him what I want, I see the man 
who I know can pleasure me like nothing on earth. 


I fight to keep my eyes open, to keep them on Logan, but I 
can feel his own climax starting to rise up and mine rushing 
to meet his. 


My whole body is taken over as his hands grip me tighter, 
his breath quickening as he growls deep and low. 


If what he did to me on his desk with his tongue was magic, 
then this is everything taken to a whole new level. 


I feel it pulsing from deep inside me, joining his smooth 
hardness and then radiating out from both of us at the 
same time something else is rushing forward. 


I call out his name, gripping the sheets first, and then his 
body, my nails digging into his solid flesh as he moans 
louder, finding my face with his hands and I open my eyes to 
rest on his. 


A shudder ripples through us both and we gasp in unison. I 
can read disbelief on Logan’s face, but it’s only the same 
feeling I have inside me, something so grateful that 
anything so powerful could even be possible between two 
people. 


It feels like the whole world disappears, and it’s just Logan 
and me, a perfect knot of each other for what seems like 
forever. 


I gradually become aware of his kiss, and aware of my own 
body again, feeling his rock hard body pressing against 
mine. 


“Wow,” is the best I can manage, and I laugh a little, at 
myself. 


Logan stays inside me for as long as he can, then he holds 
me as we lay on the bed, he brings the covers over us both 
and we lay still just listening to each other breathe while he 
strokes my hair, kissing my head every now and then. 


There’s no need for us to say anything, and every time I do 
feel like saying something, Logan just strokes my arm or 
kisses my head again. 


It’s the happiest, most carefree I’ve felt in my life so far, and 
somehow I just know Logan feels exactly the same. 


Despite myself, I fall asleep and wake up only once I hear a 
phone ringing somewhere not too far away out in the suite. 


Logan hasn’t moved an inch and I look up, seeing his eyes 
on me, his lip curled in a satisfied smile. 


“T fell asleep,” I say softly, hoping I didn’t snore. 


“I know,” Logan says and I know he’s been holding me, 
watching me, the whole time. 


“You have to get that?” I ask, hearing the phone ringing out 
again. 


He just shrugs gently. “I knew they’d start sooner or later, 
can’t escape it really... But I really just want the rest of 
today to be about us, how about that?” he asks and I nod 
dreamily in agreement. 


Logan looks away, a darkness in his expression that makes 
me grip him. 


“What is it?” I ask him, sitting up, hoping I’m not keeping 
him from anything important, but he reassures me it’s not 
that. 


“T’m just thinking Chrissy... It’s only been one day, I know... 
but I already feel like I could just let the company go for 
good. This feels more like something I want do all day, every 
day,” he adds, squeezing me again and kissing me hard 
before groaning when we both hear the phone again. 


“You should get that,” I tell him. “And don’t go changing 
anything on my account, you’ve worked hard for your 
business, nothing wrong with keeping it,” I suggest. 


“That board,” he sighs. “They’ve been trying to get rid of 
me for years and now I have the gut feeling they’re about to 
succeed, may as well just give ‘em what they want,” he 
muses. 


For some reason, I feel myself getting angry. Not angry at 
Logan, or with his ideas, but with those other men. 


Those board members and everybody in the world like 
them. Nasty people who just always seem to want to do 
nasty things. 


“You can’t quit anyway,” I protest, softly punching his abs 
and marveling at how muscular this man is all over, every 


single inch of him is pure muscle. 


“Father-Daughter week’s only started and...” but I can’t 
finish what I thought I wanted to say. 


My dad... 


It doesn’t take a genius to read my thoughts, and I can see 
Logan’s drifting to the same topic, making him puff his 
cheeks and blow out a long breath. 


“Just us today, okay?” he asks, pulling a smile, and I agree if 
only to push the thought further to the back of my mind. 


Not even wanting to think about my dad, even though he’s 
all I can think about suddenly. 


I still don’t know whether to be relieved or terrified that I’m 
not just a girl anymore. I’m an actual woman. 


In bed with the sexiest man alive, adoring him and feeling 
adored too. 


“What shall we do then?” I ask him, not meaning to sound 
so innocent, and squealing when I feel his huge hand slip 
between my legs. 


I couldn’t have thought of anything better myself.. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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Knowing Chrissy is mine now, showing her and telling her a 
thousand different ways, as I make love to her the way I 
know she deserves for the rest of the afternoon... 


I lay back, hearing her in the bathroom, doing ‘what girls 
need to do’ in private while I go over her face and body all 
over again in my mind. 


It’s the greatest thing I’ve achieved so far. Finding someone 
who makes me feel this way, finding someone I know feels 
exactly the same without even having to ask or be told. 


I hear the shower running, but decide to let Chrissy be until 
she calls for me, or until I can’t help myself and join her, 
whichever comes first. 


It’s only a few minutes since she left the bed, but picturing 
her naked with water running over her has made me hard 
again as quickly as my heart can beat. 


All the usual thoughts try to crowd my mind, the company... 
the board... it’s a nervous habit I’ve developed, like a 


twitch. Always thinking about things, trying to stay one or 
two steps ahead of everything else. 


But with Chrissy, I can breathe easy. 


I can actually breathe for what feels like the first time in my 
life. 


Knowing she’s mine now, hearing her humming in the 
shower, it’s enough to push everything else to one side and 
make me think again about dissolving the whole company. 


Everything I thought I was chasing, everything I thought I 
needed isn’t in that skyscraper across the street... no. 


It’s in the bathroom, showering. 
“Logan?” 


My heart jumps a little as I hear her calling for me, more for 
how she’s calling for me. 


“Can you scrub my back?” she asks. 
I’m already halfway there. 


“Td rather scrub your front,” I tell her honestly, making her 
jump a little, then playfully punch me as I sidle into the 
huge shower behind her, her hair all soapy and her eyes 
half-shut as she has to feel her way around. 


I make sure her hands find everything I want them to 
touch, and although it feels like I’m claiming her all over 
again, it’s calming to just massage her back with the 
sponge, help her rinse her hair and then hold her while I 
tell her what I have planned for the rest of the day. 


It already feels like time’s slipping by. Our first day and it’s 
almost over. 


Forty years I’ve waited for her. I can’t waste another 
second of my life without her. 


“T thought we might do a little shopping?” I suggest, “Then 
grab some dinner?” 


I only realize how hungry I am once I Say it, and as if on 
cue, her stomach growls loudly and we both laugh as I dry 
her off and help her into one of the hotel’s robes. 


I grip a towel loosely around myself and head for the 
tangled bundle of our clothes in the bedroom, trying to find 
out which is which. 


“T think you tore your shirt,” Chrissy observes, finding it 
hanging over a lamp. 


I discover her panties, which have suffered a similar fate 
but I’m not certain I want to give them back. 


“Just cover yourself,” I tell her matter of fact. “You’ll have 
new everything in a few minutes, there are some great 
tailors down the street that do everything.” 


I notice her face fall a little, she looks awkward and 
embarrassed again. 


“What is it?” I ask her, moving over to her and hooking my 
thumbs into her robe, pulling her towards me. 


I know the look, I see it whenever I announce a purchase or 
a dinner, anything that involves money really. 


I don’t forget, I just speak before I think most of the time 
and people feel awkward because they don’t have access to 
the money I do, or they just never dreamed of being in a 
certain place, restaurant, or boutique. 


“Tt’s fine, Chrissy,” I assure her. “From now on, you’re mine 
and that means anything you need, want, or whatever for 


any reason, it’s yours. Okay?” I ask her, lifting her face to 
meet mine, sighing a little as I notice her expression only 
looks more awkward than ever. 


“Let’s just get outta here, get some clothes, and grab a bit, 
huh?” I ask her again, and she readily agrees as I internally 
debate the tailor or the regular shopping mall. 


A burger stand over a five-star restaurant. 


Whatever Chrissy wants. I tell myself, and I reluctantly 
hand her back her panties and try not to ogle her too much 
as she gets dressed again, but it’s no use. 


By the time I go to zip up my own pants, I’m as hard as a 
rock again and I struggle to get dressed without looking 
like some wild man, crazed with passion for just one thing. 


For just one person. 


I breathe another sigh of relief when Chrissy agrees to 
boutiques and five star everything. 


I don’t have any problem with the alternatives, but why fly 
coach when you can own the whole airline? 


I know just the place too, and after letting the hotel know 
I’ll be needing the room still... maybe... we head out, and 
automatically my hand reaches out for her as we walk. 


Maybe it’s because I left my jacket behind and have just my 
shirt and pants on for a change, or maybe it’s because I’m 
so close to a woman... 


Nobody even notices me for a change, not a single look or 
pointing stare this time when Logan Parker steps out in 
public. 


Maybe nobody recognizes the new Logan Parker. 


The one who’s found his mate, who’s more at ease in his 
own life and is with someone who most recently stopped 
giving a damn about what anybody thinks anymore. 


It’s a passing observation anyway, my eyes are on Chrissy 
and even though she’s so close I can’t help but stare at her, 
almost wanting to let her walk ahead of me so I can watch 
her move as she walks but no way am I letting go of her. 


Not even for a second. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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Walking with Logan is like being on a cloud. I thought 
there’d be people looking, taking pictures, like this morning 
but something’s different now. 


It’s like he’s a changed man. 


His hand on my back sending shivers through me with each 
step, we walk a while until he pauses at a boutique I’ve only 
ever seen in magazines. 


He raises a brow in question and I feel myself nodding, but 
still can’t believe this is actually happening as he holds the 
door open and we both walk in. 


There’s a very serious, older woman and an even older 
looking man, instantly scrutinizing us both. 


I feel myself flush red and turn to Logan, thinking this was a 
bad idea, but in seconds it becomes clear. 


They’re not judging us, they’re figuring out what we need. 


And they know Logan, personally it seems. 


“Mr. Parker, it’s been too long, please! Tell me you’ve come 
here in urgent need of some new outfits!” the woman 
exclaims in a husky voice, reaching for a swatch of fabric 
and a tape measure. 


Logan leans in and whispers in my ear, “Just play along 
Chrissy, these people know what they’re doing,” he tells me 
calmly before replying to her. 


“We do, Lana, we do. I have a dinner date and we’re 
terribly under-dressed after a long day at work. Do what 
you can for us.” 


With another reassuring nod and a little wink, Logan leaves 
me in the care of Lana while he goes with the even more 
serious-looking gentleman to be fitted for his clothes. 


Lana smiles once he’s out of sight, but I feel my own anxiety 
rising which she’s quick to put to rest. 


“You’re the luckiest woman alive,” she remarks casually, 
turning me to face a full-length mirror and draping some 
fabric across one of my shoulders. 


“Logan Parker is never seen with a woman, and if he is, 
she’ll be his for life, trust me on that one,” she says, sighing 
to herself before busily measuring me and asking whether I 
like things a certain way. 


Things I’ve never even considered when thinking about 
clothes. 


“T usually just try to get things that fit,” I say, not intending 
to sound so stupid, but Lana’s a true professional. 


“You have a beautiful figure, full and as a woman should 
look,” she says, a matter of fact. 


I can see her memorizing measurements and I let her know 
a couple of the fabrics I like the feel and look of. She leads 


me to a smaller part of the boutique, with the most 
luxurious lingerie I’ve ever seen and orders me to pick out 
what I like and try it on in the private fitting room, which is 
a whole room in itself. 


I get lost in trying on so many things and I decide I want 
them all but the stab of reality bites in my chest. 


Nothing has a price tag. I can only imagine how much all 
this stuff costs, more than our house I’m sure. 


There’s a robe I slip on over the one pair of undergarments 
I settle on and step out, finding the room empty but I can 
hear Logan’s deep and powerful voice from somewhere 
close by. There’s also Lana’s husky voice, blended with the 
soft sounds of the industry from a sewing machine and the 
hiss of a steam iron. 


It’s dark outside by now, and I feel giddy from lack of food, 
my stomach groaning again when there’s some commotion 
out front and I peek around the corner, keeping myself 
hidden from view. 


An armed security guard at the door, with another 
escorting a man with an armful of what looks like black 
briefcases all stacked up. He looks flushed, sweating, and I 
again hear Logan’s deep voice before a door closes. 


I wonder if this is really just a day in the life of Logan 
Parker... and if I can keep up. 


I sit timidly on the edge of a soft leather chair, waiting for 
what feels like an hour before Lana reappears at the same 
moment I hear doors opening and closing again, the sound 
of people leaving the boutique as the heavy front door is 
unbolted. 


Holding an outfit on hangers as if it’s about to explode, she 
flips the edge of my robe open long enough to give an 


approving look at my choice of underwear. 


“Put it on, put it on,” she urges me, ushering me back into 
the changing room. 


I’ve never had an ugly duckling- Black Swan moment, but I 
figure this is as close as I’m gonna get in this life. 


The outfit, like the underwear, fits as if made just for me... 
because it was. 


Every part of my body I thought I hated looks like it belongs 
and the whole outfit makes me look and feel better than I 
have in my whole life. 


I’m choking back tears by the time Logan appears, his own 
new suit making him look like a diamond freshly cooled 
from some hunk of smoldering, ancient coal. 


His dark eyes on mine, and a velvet box in his hand as he 
eyes me up and down, making that low sound that makes 
me swoon on the spot. Feeling bad for making my new 
panties so damp so soon, but he only growls deeper, as if 
sensing his effect on me. 


“You’re just perfect,” he croons. “Just perfect.” 


I can only make a squeaking sound of my own, pressing my 
thighs together as he draws nearer, kissing me before 
lifting the lid on the box. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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It’s too much. That’s the look my tailor, the jeweler, and 
even the security guard give as I point out the necklace 
while making my calls, putting the phone to my chest for a 
moment. 


“That one!” I exclaim, and then motion for him to show me 
what else he brought along. 


I don’t want Chrissy feeling anything less than a Queen 
from now on, I’ve decided. And if she wants a taste of 
luxury, then we can have plenty of that on the way. 


The car’s already waiting, and so am I. I need my clothes 
and my woman ready so we can get out of here and go eat. 


My call’s cut short anyway. Turns out the desperate seller of 
a certain hotel chain’s gone cold. Very cold on the idea, 
even though I offer him a premium deal. 


“And if you’re not gonna pay for your room, I’d appreciate 
you letting someone who will pay stay there!” he shouts 
before hanging up. 


Weird, a month ago he would’ve taken half what I was 
offering. Something must’ve changed for him... but what? 


Shrugging and reminding myself the rest of today is 
supposed to be all about Chrissy and me, I nod with 
approval when the suit’s presented and quickly finish up a 
little other business with the jeweler, checking the time on 
my new watch. 


“Thanks again for coming over, Hershel, at such short 
notice I mean,” The old man clicks his tongue and raises his 
eyes, but he knows it’s been worth it for him. 


Be a midnight supper at this rate. 


Once I see Chrissy though I forget everything else. I 
absently sign off on the jewelry and shoo everyone else 
away with a wave of my hand, offering it to her and kissing 
hers before I open the box. 


The light from the diamonds sparkles in her eyes and she 
looks stunned like she’s not sure what’s really happening. 


“T thought a bit of bling with your new dress might be nice,” 
I tell her. 


She starts to shake her head, first in astonishment but then 
in refusal. 


n 


“Logan... I couldn’t. I can’t...” she says, looking at me with 


some determination. 
I frown. “Why not?” 


I’m not used to hearing ‘can’t’ and ‘no’ and that’s two ina 
row including my phone call. 


“I mean, it’s beautiful. It truly is... but it just looks so 
expensive,” she says, flushing red and looking less like the 
girl I remember from earlier today. 


“It is expensive,” I tell her, “and I’m giving it to you. I told 
you, Chrissy, you’ll want for nothing from today forward and 
me spoiling you... well, you'll just have to get used to it. 
Now, can you please try it on so we can go eat?” I ask her, 
trying not to sound hurt but I do feel a little awkward 
myself at having to demand she accept my gift. 


Leaving me wondering about something else too... 


“We’ll both feel better after we eat,” I tell myself aloud, 
kissing her gently again and ushering her into the waiting 
car outside, deciding putting on the necklace can wait, 
maybe. 


The restaurant’s only a little way, and I thumb the velvet 
box with the necklace in it, eventually setting it aside. 


She opens her mouth, but I smile and kiss her instead. 


“You don’t have to wear a stupid necklace, Chrissy. I just 
thought of your eyes when I saw it and you know what? It 
doesn’t even come close to the real thing.” 


“Tt’s not stupid,” she says quietly, looking out the window 
and I can see her chest shivering with emotion. 


“Its the most beautiful thing... I just don’t understand 
how-” 


I lean over and pull her closer to me. 


“Hey now, none of that,” I whisper. “I told you Chrissy, and 
I’ll keep telling you. You’re the best... the only thing to ever 
really happen to me. Don’t blame a guy for trying to show it 
in more ways than one.” I half mumble, creasing a smile, 
telling myself it was too much after all. 


“It’s the world I live in,” I explain. “A world I want you in too 
from now on.” 


“T just need... some... time to adjust, I guess,” she says, 
smiling finally and wiping her misty eyes as I make a point 
of tossing the velvet box into the seat opposite us, making 
her gasp. 


“T didn’t say throw it away!” she laughs, and I feel better for 
it, for having her tell me that there’s some getting used to 
things on her part. 


“The clothes, the car, the hotel,” she explains. “It’s like a 
fairy tale.” 


“And you’re the princess,” I tell her, “My Queen.” I bow 
again, kissing her hand all the way up her arm to her lips. 


The car stopping and the shadow of someone near the 
window tells me we’re at the restaurant, but anyone who 
knows me knows well enough to wait until I open my own 
door before interrupting me. 


“Hungry?” I ask, and hearing both our bellies growl in 
reply, we laugh and I feel better for having cleared a few 
things up. 


“We’ll eat and then you can tell me what you feel like 
doing,” I tell her. “I don’t want to sound like I’m bossing you 
around.” 


“You can boss me,” she says, clutching my hands before I 
open the door, mouthing the words thank you before 
pecking my cheek, making me feel like a schoolboy. 


I tell the driver to wait for us and we make our way in, I 
don’t really notice much else, having Chrissy on my arm and 
her eyes on mine are all that matters. 


Even though I’m already picturing myself helping her out of 
that dress. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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With Logan staring at me so intently, I hardly have a mind 
for food. 


But once it arrives we both let out a series of moans and 
groans, and I’m relieved that Logan likes to enjoy his food 
as much as I do. 


I should feel self-conscious about eating in front of him, but 
after everywhere else our mouths have been today, this is 
nothing. 


Logan’s right. 


After eating I feel a lot better. Like I can think clearly again, 
grounded. 


“A good steak always hits the spot,” Logan agrees without 
me having to say a word. 


There’s no room left for anything else like dessert, but the 
waiter offers and we both screw our noses up, eyeing the 
door instead. 


“Something better in mind?” he asks me with a gleam in his 
eye, but there’s something safe about the restaurant, 
something homely. 


“Back to the hotel?” I ask and he keeps his face screwed up. 


“No more hotels,” he says grimly, and then forcing a smile 
he promises to explain it all another time. 


“T thought we’d head back to mine... unless?” he asks in an 
open question. 


Hearing him refer to Logan Industries as ‘heading back to 
mine’ is funny, but a jolt of panic runs through me as I 
imagine my own house... my dad’s house. With my dad in 
it... 


“Uhhh, your place sounds great!” I squeak, wondering how 
I’m gonna face my dad. If I even can. I’m, dressed like a 
freakin’ princess and have just been given jewels worth 
more than our whole neighborhood. 


“Something wrong?” Logan asks, genuinely concerned. 
“Tt’s my dad,” I tell him honestly. 


He thinks for a moment and then nods his head. “I know, I 
know. I want today to be just us though, okay? We can deal 
with any fallout tomorrow,” he suggests. 


Fallout? 


I want to feel the old me, the panic and insecurities, but 
something in Logan’s eyes is soothing me. His calm decided, 
and determined look tell me everything I need to hear 
without a single word. 


I feel so safe with him, so special. Anything my own mind 
could dream up, he’s there to deal with it. Unfazed and 
totally unafraid. 


“Logan, I...” I start to say, but it sounds so thin, so weak 
compared to the man himself. 


He takes my hand in his. 


“T love you, Chrissy,” he says firmly, finishing my thought for 
me, and then I can say it, hell I feel like screaming it. 


“T love you too, Logan.” 


It’s only once we’re back in the car, then again in the huge 
foyer of Logan Industries, welcomed warmly by the 
doorman that I realize... 


I can be anywhere with Logan, it’s him that makes me feel 
so at home. 


“Uh... Mr. Parker, begging your pardon, sir,” The doorman 
calls out after us. 


Logan turns, giving the man his full attention while he steps 
over to us. 


“Security has been asking after you a Jot. So has a Mr. 
Foster from PR and accounting. About his daughter,” he 
adds without looking at me. 


“Thanks for the heads up, have a nice night!” Logan chimes 
cheerfully, taking my arm in his and choosing the private 
elevator over the main ones. Even though the building 
seems totally empty. 


“T noticed only one or two floors lit up on the way over,” he 
muses to himself as we rise up. 


“Public relations and accounting looked like a Christmas 
tree,” he adds, and I know what he means by that. 


My dad. 


“That’s a good thing, Chrissy, trust me. I had a feeling about 
your dad, as much as I had a feeling about you,” he tells me, 
pecking my lips and rubbing my arms, noticing me 
shivering. 


“ Mine,” he says firmly. “I guess you both are, now.” 
The elevator opens into Logan’s office, his home. 
I try to picture me here, every day. 


It’s difficult to imagine even though I’ve never been past his 
office, his desk. 


The sight of his desk makes me blush though, a smile 
playing on my lips as I recall what happened earlier, which 
already feels like a lifetime ago. 


I’m not sure which happens first next, whether it’s Logan’s 
eyes rolling as he smiles or if it’s the rattling on the glass of 
his office door. The shadow of a man almost filling it in the 
dim light from the corridor. 


“So much for a whole day,” Logan says, and I recognize my 
dad’s profile as Logan unlocks the door himself, holding it 
open and ushering my dad in. 


“Mr. Foster, I’m sorry to have kept you in the dark all day. 
I’m eager to hear of your day so far but understand too-” 


My dad all but brushes past Logan, making straight for me. 


“Chrissy? What are you doing here? I thought you would’ve 
been home hours ago. I tried calling, but figured you’d gone 
to bed...” 


His voice trails off at that last word, and after registering 
what I’m wearing he turns back to face Logan. 


As a daughter’s father now, not as an employee. 


“And how about you tell me about your day, Mr. Parker. Your 
day with my daughter?” he says cuttingly, looming up but 
nowhere near Logan’s size. 


Logan sits down at his desk, pressing his fingers together in 
a triangle and taking a moment to think before speaking, 
eventually tracing the same fingers over the very spot he 
devoured me on not so long ago. 


“T think you came here to ask me more than that,” Logan 
says cryptically but throws my dad a bone. 


“Chrissy and I were out celebrating. Her new internship 
here at Logan Industries. I tried to contact you but I 
understand you’ve been somewhat busy with your new 
position?” 


My dad seems confused, he relaxes, then tries to say 
something but only looks me up and down again, then casts 
his eyes back to Logan who’s as smooth as marble. And just 
as cool. 


“Internship?” My dad whispers, half smiling, half gasping as 
he looks at me again. 


“T... uhhh, yes... I do have news to report,” my dad adds, 
finding his place again, his manners, which I notice Logan 
appreciates. 


“Take a seat, Mr. Foster. Tell me all about it,” Logan adds, 
shooting me a glance to do the same but also apologizing 
for the interruption to our evening. 


“Well, umm. It’s been a strange day, Sir. Filled with all sorts 
of accusations,” My dad begins, suddenly unable to look me 
or Logan in the eye, choosing a spot on the floor in front of 
him instead. 


“But it’s stranger still,” he says, trying to find the right 
words. 


“The points I’m connecting between what I discovered in 
accounts and what I’m seeing through your senior staff 
are... well... nothing short of astonishing.” 


Logan’s brow darkens. 
“Meaning? Speak plainly, Charles.” 


“The whole board of directors, apart from yourself... and 
most all of your senior staff who hold significant company 
shares have been working hard to set up a hostile takeover 
of your entire company, Sir... using another business as a 
proposed backer... and channeling fake profits... bogus 
trades...” 


I have no idea what any of this means, but it sounds serious. 
Logan stands up, leaning on his desk as his eyes bore into 
my father’s. 


“Hotels?” he asks, and my dad nods stiffly, surprise at 
Logan’s reaction. 


“T thought so,” is all Logan says, before resuming his seat. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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So it’s true, my suspicions are realized. The whole board 
working to undermine me, but at the same time, no 
surprises at all. 


I knew something was going on. You don’t build something 
from nothing, live, breathe and eat it twenty-four seven for 
twenty years while the others play golf and take holidays to 
know something’s not quite right. 


That the ship has more than its fair share of rats... but all of 
them? 


I’m not surprised at all. 


The office phone on my desk is flashing three, then four 
lines. In another second the whole thing’s lit up. 


My cell phone chimes, which I answer. 


It’s my private security detail, repeating what I’ve just 
heard but they have no hard proof. 


“You have the proof?” I ask Chrissy’s dad as I cover the 
mouthpiece. He nods swiftly, with security telling me 
everything was wiped before they could get to it. 


I order a full report due in the morning from the security 
team, saying nothing of the proof Chrissy’s dad says he has 
and hang up, knowing the other lines are choked with 
assholes trying to save their own necks. 


“By proof, I mean...” I start to say, but Charles Foster, father 
of the woman I love beats me to it; pulling a simple 
envelope from his pocket and sliding a flash drive across 
the desk. 


“All that’s needed, and all that’s left,” he says, adding, “They 
can’t deny any of it now.” 


“The feds?” I ask, wondering just how far this has gone, but 
he only shrugs. “That’s up to you, Sir. I’m just reporting the 
facts, everything’s on that flash drive and it’s the only copy.” 


I notice him looking over at Chrissy, focusing on her dress, 
how beautiful she looks. 


His eyes turn and meet mine head-on, he’s done his job and 
now he’s entitled to say his piece... as Chrissy’s Father. 


It is Father-Daughter week after all. 


“Mr. Parker? Chrissy,” he starts to say, but she interrupts us 
both. 


“Daddy? Logan? Let me say this, let me the one to...” 


I watch her dad’s face fall and he cringes, knowing what’s 
coming. He holds his hand up. 


“T want you home, Chrissy. Thank Mr. Parker for today but 
it’s time to come home now,” he says, a hard tone in his 
voice at the last word, which I have to say. Gets my back up. 


“She is home, Charles. And will be wherever she is, with 
me,” I tell him, shrugging a little in Chrissy’s direction and 
standing up. 


I don’t need her to explain things. I won’t hide behind her 
and I certainly have no fear of her father. 


He’s shaking his head, which he grips in both his hands 
before he stands up too, looking over at Chrissy with a tear 
in his eye. 


“Tell me this isn’t true... tell me you didn’t...?” he asks her, 
breathing in sharply when she nods, moving over towards 
me as I hold out my hand for her to take into mine as she 
comes over to me. 


“T love Logan, dad. It’s happened quickly but we just both 
know we’re supposed to be together,” she says, looking up 
to me and squeezing my hand. 


I hear myself starting to growl as her dad moves closer, 
letting himself behind my desk and stepping towards us 
both. 


“Promotion or not. I’m sorry about your internship, 
Chrissy... but...” he starts to say, his voice cracking with 
emotion as he raises a fist. 


I hear Chrissy gasping, trying to move forward to stop him, 
but I hold her back, letting him have his one shot. 


He’s got a pretty good right hook, which connects well to 
my jaw. 


rll admit, it’s harder than I expect, even hurts some as I 
hope he hasn’t broken any teeth. 


I did lean in a little though. 


But I don’t budge. I stand my ground and look down at him, 
flexing my neck only a little and opening my jaw a couple of 
times to make sure nothing broke. 


“That’s your one shot, Charles. Now, take a seat,” I tell him, 
letting go of Chrissy only long enough to put my shadow 
over her dad as he takes my advice. 


I pull up a seat next to him, sitting down and getting to his 
eye level, rubbing my jaw for his benefit. 


“Are all those rumors true then?” he asks, sounding 
shocked, his hand trembling now, scuffed from where his 
knuckles met my jaw. 


Chrissy rushes over to him, finding a handkerchief from her 
dad’s shirt pocket and wrapping it around his hand, 
glancing at me with a little bitterness. 


“What rumors?” I ask, raising my eyes to the ceiling, half- 
wishing today could be over already if it weren’t for my 
desire to spend the rest of it balls deep in the man’s only 
daughter. 


I take a deep breath and observing the affection Chrissy 
has for her dad, I figure I’ll level with both of them. 


“Truth is, Mr. Foster. I did make love to your daughter 
today.” 


Chrissy’s eyes widen and her dad growls gain, wanting to 
leap at me but I hold my hand up as Chrissy uses both hers 
to hold his shoulders. 


“But,” I continue, looking Chrissy in the eye now, “She 
really is the only woman I’ve ever been with... and I the 
only man she’s been with. I think that should answer any 
questions, dispel any and all rumors, once and for all 


between us three at least. Until I lay with your daughter, 
Charles... I was a virgin, just like Chrissy was.” 


A long silence follows and I feel like a great weight’s been 
lifted, that I really don’t care what happens next, as long as 
Chrissy stays with me, as long as I know she’s mine. 


“T can give Chrissy a life like nobody else, Charles, even 
with all this board nonsense. I’m still the major shareholder, 
this is my company. I can provide for Chrissy for a hundred 
lifetimes.” 


My voice seems to echo in my office, the words sinking into 
her father’s mind and if nothing else, reminding Chrissy too 
of what I can give her outside of the bedroom. 


“A life like no other,” I repeat. 


“And... you... really love him?” he asks his only daughter. 
“After knowing the man less than twenty-four hours?” 


He doesn’t ask with anything but genuine curiosity, as 
shocked and stunned as I guess I still feel that things have 
panned out in my absolute favor by having Chrissy give 
herself to me, being my woman now. 


I’m happy to see the man’s hand eventually reach out for 
mine in peace once Chrissy tells him it’s true. Her eyes are 
so clear, so pure that there’s no doubt she does love me. 


I know my own heart, and so does she when it comes to how 
I feel about her. 


“I do daddy. I love Logan like I love the missing part of my 
soul,” she says clearly. 


“There’s still a place for you too, Charles,” I remind him, 
gripping his hand still bloody from my lip, my mouth he just 
clocked. 


“I need good people now, people I can trust. Your future is 
as assured as Chrissy’s, but only if I have your blessing,” I 
tell him. 


Not as a threat, but as one man to another, a man asking 
for another man’s daughter. 


Like any gentleman should. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


( hrissy 


Everything happens so quickly, and Logan only shows that 
he’s more man than anything else once it’s clear my dad 
wants to punch him. 


There’s an imperceptible moment where Logan’s eyes meet 
mine and my dad’s hand becomes a fist, reaching up for 
Logan, who actually looks like he’s leaning into it a little for 
my dad’s benefit. 


He has to be, there’s no way Logan would willingly take a 
punch from anyone... except for me. 


I feel like launching myself between the only two men in my 
life. 


But as quickly as it starts, it’s done and Logan explains 
things a little better to my dad and I can only tell them both 
how much I love Logan. How I'll stick with him no matter 
what. 


It’s a shock for my dad, but he’s worked for Logan for years 
now, and seeing a time of crisis for the company I can see 


that he’s already made his mind up and whose side he’s on. 


The mention of us both being looked after changes my dad’s 
look. It also makes me think about more than just a 
necklace in a velvet jewelry box. 


He takes a long moment to think things through, and even 
after Logan tells him he has indeed slept with me, I put 
myself between them both if only to stop any more violence. 
Which never happens, fortunately. 


But my dad’s slumps back. And Logan only looks more 
thoughtful. 


“So what do we do?” I ask, sounding more reasonable than 
hopeful. 


Logan meets my stare with determination. 


“We get through this, and I don’t mean your daughter and 
me, Charles,” he adds, turning to my dad again. 


“I mean Logan Industries gets through this, and we all 
win,” he adds with a final tone of determination, settling his 
dark eyes back on mine. 


I see a light go on in my dad’s eyes, he’s nodding and when 
he finally reaches out for my hands, I feel his love and 
acceptance of what’s nothing but a totally awkward 
situation. 


“Seeing as we’re being straight with each other,” My dad 
says to Logan, “Can I tell you how much I hate the idea of 
being in charge of Public Relations. Almost more than I hate 
you taking my daughter from me? I’m an accountant,” he 
says awkwardly, and despite myself, I start to laugh out 
loud. Then Logan chuckles too and finally, we’re all smiles. 


“We'll talk it over again in the morning, for now, I want you 
to-” Logan starts to tell him, ushering him to the door after 


patting him on the back. 
But Dad’s looking at me, waiting for me to join him. 


I move towards the door, but Logan doesn’t look worried, 
I’m only hugging and kissing dad goodnight. 


“TIl see you tomorrow dad, okay?” I ask him, a little bit of 
pleading in my eyes, I’ll admit. 


I feel a wave of relief when he nods slowly. I can see he’s 
hurt, but when he sees Logan take me under his arm, it’s 
pretty clear he can see I’m with the best man, the only man 
in the world who my dad would let his daughter be taken 
from him by. 


Dad gives a little smile before closing the door, and both 
Logan and I know he’s not going home tonight. 


If I know my dad, he’ll be working all night, getting all the 
accounting information he can to further back up his 
evidence for Logan. That’s just how he rolls. 


“You gonna be okay?” Logan asks, holding me closer to him, 
his lip curling when I nod and smile up at him, my hand 
going just where I know he wants it. 


“Pm glad,” he groans, and I let out a tiny squeak as he 
scoops me up in his arms, carrying me where I know he’s 
wanted me since we first met, what seems like ages ago but 
was only this morning. 


His bedroom. 


I would say ‘our’ bedroom, but this man’s tastes certainly 
need a woman’s touch. 


Lots of big, chunky wood. Powerful furniture in leather and 
suede. 


It’s nice, but... 


“We don’t have too,” Logan says, easing me down onto the 
huge bed, making even his frame look smaller once he 
kneels next to me on it. 


“Oh we do,” I blurt out, making him smile and I let him 
know, looking around that I was just thinking about 
something else. 


“Like redecorating?” he asks, laughing softly as he reads 
my mind. 


“Anywhere with you is fine by me,” I remind him, feeling 
fresh shivers up my spine as he slips his huge arm around 
my waist and pulls me towards him, kissing me hard and 
carefully unzipping me out of my dress before peeling it off. 


“Now, let me look at you,” he says as I watch the bulge in 
the front of his pants lengthen and expand as he casts his 
relaxed eyes over me, making me feel like laying back and 
giving him something to look at. 


Tearing at his new suit to get it off, he moans and grunts 
like an animal, his deep sounds traveling right through and 
making me excited at the thought of him claiming me again. 


I notice him wrenching at his pants but taking care of his 
jacket, the jacket I know still has my picture in it. 


I want to look at his body too, but he’s so eager to be skin to 
skin, I only steal a short view of his perfect muscular frame 
as it flexes effortlessly as he hovers over me on the bed. 


My hand drifts up, touching his jaw and he winces. 


“Don’t tell your dad,” he cautions me, “but he has a pretty 
mean right hook.” 


I offer to kiss it better and he shakes his head, growling and 
curling his lip as his huge hand pulls my legs apart in one 
sudden movement. 


“This is the only thing I need to make it better. Mine,” he 
tells me again, and I melt into his weight on top of me, 
gripping his firm body with my legs as I feel his rock 
hardness pressing deeper inside me. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


L, ogan 


I’m usually at my desk by this hour, watching the sun come 
up. 
But not today. 


Today I’m watching the same sun dance across Chrissy’s 
face, her naked chest as she clings to me in her sleep. 


If today could even be just half as magical as yesterday, I 
tell myself, knowing full well that every day is going to be 
magic from now on, as long as I have her by my side. 


I can’t feel my arm but I don’t care. Having her so close for 
so long is the only feeling worth having. 


My jaw aches a little, and there’s that pleasant ache all over 
from everything we did last night, yesterday... on my desk. 


The faintest memory of it all sets my dick pounding again, 
and I watch her open her eyes slowly after mewing some. 
Pressing herself back into my growing heat. 


“Good morning,” she coos and I kiss her, turning her over, 
ready to give her something to make her morning extra 
good. 


But before I can have my way with her, she calls time out 
and pecks my cheek as I remind myself. 


“A few minutes of what a girls gotta do?” I ask, and she 
smiles, nodding with a cocked brow. 


I roll onto my back and flex my arm some while she finds 
her way to the bathroom. The usually quiet morning is 
interrupted by other sounds though, from outside. 


The phones all start ringing, there’s a definite pounding on 
my office door like someone’s trying to knock it down. 


I call out to Chrissy, telling her to take her time, and 
slipping a robe on I make my way to my office and then the 
door, vowing to fire whoever the hell it is who thinks they 
can just- 


FBI? Oh, okay then... followed by Chrissy’s dad and the 
head of security from the building and about a half dozen 
other people carrying briefcases and envelopes I can just 
tell contain a lot of ‘yes, we fucking can.’ 


I take a seat at my desk, watching them fill up my usually 
vast office space, cocking my head and relieved when I hear 
the faint sound of Chrissy humming off in the shower. 


“Make this brief,” is all I have to say, ignoring my flashing 
switchboard and dialing up some breakfast for Chrissy and 
me. 


Her new outfits arrive just as I’m dialing, and I signal for 
them to be put where I can reach them. 


I’m used to multi-tasking, but the FBI guy wants the floor, 
which I refuse to give up. 


“Pm listening,” I remind him with a glance, bored already, 
and becoming increasingly annoyed at this interruption. 


“First of all, Mr. Parker, you’re not in any trouble,” he starts 
to Say. 


“Then get out. Foster, you stay along with legal and security, 
but if you’re not here to arrest me then fuck off. FBI... 
search whatever you want but get the fuck out of my office 
and close the door you nearly cracked gently on your way 
out.” 


He stands there. His mouth opens, and I ask the only one I 
recognize from legal, “Does he have to be in here?” 


Legal shakes his head. “It’s more of a courtesy thing, Mr. 
Parker, but no... they don’t have to be in here.” 


More silence 


There’s finally some throats clearing, someone even 
snickers a little laugh, but my word, as usual, is final, and in 
a few more seconds I’m left alone with a lawyer, Chrissy’s 
dad, and the head of security. 


“Speak,” I tell Chrissy’s dad, not letting up my annoyance 
just for his sake. 


I’m missing out on his daughter in the shower for this crap. 


“Long story short? The feds have been watching Mike 
Collins and my PR predecessor for a while... after yesterday 
they... the board, all called a secret meeting and a half-hour 
later most were trying to leave the country.” 


“The whole board?” I ask, hardly believing what I’m 
hearing. 


“Except for you,” somebody chimes in. 


Foster nods and looks at his feet, the lawyer starts to say 
something, but I find myself actually starting to laugh as I 
check the time, listening out for Chrissy again. 


“Well! I’m not totally surprised, but am a little I guess. Take 
a seat in the boardroom, gentlemen. I need to get changed, 
there’ll be some breakfast up here in a few minutes; some 
of you look like you could use it.” 


I stand up, ushering them out to the hall, and watch as they 
file to the boardroom across the way. 


I shake my head, still smiling when most CEO’s might be 
looking for an open window to hurl themselves out of. 


Me? 


I’ve got Chrissy and I still have the majority share of the 
company, so if everyone who was out to rip me off is busted, 
then it’s the perfect excuse to start everything over. 


From scratch. 


Chrissy’s just coming out of the shower as I get dressed, 
deciding smart casual is okay for today, no board to dress 
up for now. 


I keep my jacket though and clench my jaw as I see her 
coming out in nothing but a towel. 


“Board meeting in two minutes,” I tell her in mock 
seriousness. “New clothes on the bed,” I tell her, jutting my 
chin towards just a few items of her new wardrobe. 


“T thought I heard voices,” she muses, “My dad?” she asks, 
and I nod, looking as serious as I can. 


“Two minutes,” I clip and turn on my heel, only because if I 
don’t leave the room I never will, seeing her so fresh and 


still wet from the shower is almost unbearable if I can’t 
have her on the spot. 


I can feel her hurt, but I also hear her gasping as she 
discovers her new outfits. 


Two minutes, she’ll be an hour. I smile to myself, heading 
over to the board room and breathing in deep the smell of 
fresh roasted coffee and croissants as the food arrives. 


There are some surprised faces, tired faces but I can’t stop 
smiling for some reason, and the thought of not knowing 
what outfit Chrissy will wear has me needing to sit down 
pretty damn quick. 


All eyes are on me, and after I help myself to some coffee 
and a Danish, I figure I may as well get the ball rolling. 


There’s a lot of empty seats around the boardroom table 
and I announce that’s how I’d like to keep things. 


I ask for an update on what exactly happened but lose 
interest just as quickly. It’s like they already said, a whole 
bunch of crooks using my company as a platform to line 
their own pockets and break every financial law known to 
man. 


I’m looking over some data and figures when I sense 
Chrissy walking in, nervous until she sees her dad who she 
takes a seat next to. 


And right next to me, of course, which makes me even 
happier but I deliberately keep my eyes elsewhere. As hard 
as it is, I have to stay focused otherwise how else is she 
gonna manage things if I’m always ogling her? 


When I sense she’s not looking, I catch a few glances. I can 
see she’s concerned, but not upset I haven’t even 


mentioned the outfit that makes me want to groan out loud 
and take her from behind over the boardroom table... 


She sits patiently, and her dad does a stellar job of updating 
me, and the legal and security guys have nothing but news 
for me. It could be weeks, months even before we know the 
full extent of how long and exactly how much money’s been 
misappropriated. 


Before I know it the coffee’s gone cold and the tired look 
even more tired before lunchtime rolls around. 


Puffing out air, I call a break, and everyone except Chrissy 
seems relieved and gets up to leave the room, have a 
stretch, but I reach under the table and hold her thigh 
firmly in my hand. 


“You stay here,” I command, feeling her shiver under my 
touch as her thighs open, and I let my hand slide up, finally 
resting where I’ve been thinking about for the past few 
hours. 


“What are you going to do, about the company I mean?” she 
asks, resting her hand on mine. 


“T’ve been thinking,” I tell her with a devilish grin I can’t 
hide anymore. 


“About your internship,” I add, watching her brow peak 
with interest. 


“Starting pretty high up,” I reassure her, figuring now’s as 
good a time as any. 


Taking the little velvet box from my jacket pocket, relieved 
it didn’t spill out last night. 


“How high up?” she asks dreamily, leaning over and making 
me shiver now, giving me that look I never want to change 
when she sees me. 


“Well,” I ponder out loud, slipping the box in front of her 
without her seeing. “Queen of Logan Industries is a little 
lofty, not sure the business world is ready for that, but how 
about ‘President’ of Logan Industries?” 


Her eyes widen, and then she frowns, trying to take in what 
I’ve just said. 


“TIl be CEO still...” Whatever that means anymore, “... but I 
want you to be President and your dad to run things with 
you as Vice President. Lawyer boys out there can be 
treasurers and do all the boring legal stuff, security can be 
security, but you... I want you to have an equal say in 
everything. An equal share too,” I add, letting my eyes dip 
to focus on the box. 


Her eyes follow mine and I can tell it hasn’t clicked. 
“What’s this?” she asks innocently. 


“The key,” I tell her, feeling my heart in my throat, suddenly 
panicked by the thought she might not even say yes. 


“T don’t know how to run a company,” she confesses, and I 
take her hand in mine and press it to my lips softly. 


“TIl show you how,” I promise her, wishing she’d open the 
damned box. 


“Mrs.... Chrissy... Parker?” I add as if I need to spell it out 
for her. 


Her eyes widen and I watch her hands tremble as she 
opens the box. The light from the brilliant diamonds set in 
the ring catching in her eyes. 


“I didn’t want it to be a rushed decision yesterday, you 
having only known me for a day,” I tell her, feeling relief 
when I see it finally register in her eyes exactly what I’m 
asking. 


“I would’ve said yes the minute I met you, Logan,” she tells 
me, tears welling in her eyes and I know I’ve won. 


I’ve got the only thing in this life that matters to me 
anymore. 


The company, the board... all the problems I would have 
told myself I had before yesterday really are meaningless. 


“Can we start my internship with a holiday?” she asks, and I 
nod frantically, glad she’s got her priorities straight. 


“T just want time with you Logan, nothing more right now... 
just...the two of us,” she says, a knowing smile playing on 
her lips. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


( hrissy 


“T dunno, I think he looks pretty good,” I casually mention 
to Logan, who grunts, lowering his financial newspaper 
long enough to catch a glimpse of my dad giving a press 
conference on the huge plasma screen, assuring investors 
their new share price in stock is guaranteed for a long time, 
no more crooks at Logan industries. 


“Not bad,” Logan smirks. “For a guy who didn’t want to be 
in public relations.” 


“He’s only calling every other hour now too,” I joke, and we 
both laugh. 


“He does love it though, doesn’t he?” he asks, and I nod. 


“T’ve never heard him so happy. It’s like he’s got a new lease 
on life,” I say, looking out over the side of the yacht. 


“And the shares are being snapped up!” I add, snatching his 
paper from him and putting my pouted lips in its place, 
ready for him to kiss me. 


Logan laughs and leans in, but I double over, having to rush 
to the side of the yacht and throw up. 


Again. 
Logan’s hand is on my back, rubbing it in a second. 


“That’s it! PI have Simon take us ashore, and we’re 
heading home. You’ve been sick for a week, Chrissy and it’s 
not seasickness. I’m really worried now.” 


I open my mouth to say something, annoyed when I can 
only retch again, but Logan’s mind is made up. 


“No arguments, Chrissy,” he says firmly. “I’ll have the jet 
waiting, take you to the hospital.. an American hospital,” 
he adds bitterly and I can read the disappointment in his 
eyes, knowing he insisted we take the yacht a million miles 
from anywhere. 


I have to admit, I get worried too on the trip back. I’ve 
never felt so lousy in my whole life, even with Logan at my 
side I still feel terrible. 


I perk up on the flight home, suddenly feeling guilty, as if 
I’ve ruined our holiday, but in the morning, once we land it 
starts all over again. 


We’re in the waiting room of the Logan Parker research 
hospital a few hours later. Logan insisting on every test 
available, the best doctors, and no stone unturned. 


His worried look has me worried. He doesn’t let go of my 
hand the whole time, only taking it to his lips to kiss every 
chance he gets. 


“Whatever it is Chrissy we’ll beat this,” he promises me, 
making me feel sicker than ever like I must only have days 
to live or worse. 


“I’m scared, Logan,” I tell him, and he holds me, promising 
that whatever happens he’ll be right by my side. 


It seems like hours, but after all the poking prodding, scans, 
and peeing into cups and having so much blood taken I feel 
faint; we see a familiar doctor reappearing. 


Logan stands up, looming over the man, looking annoyed at 
the doctor’s smile and ordering him to give it to us straight. 


“Just tell me what’s wrong with Chrissy,” he barks at the 
doctor, who opens a folder, handing something to Logan, 
who looks puzzled, turning the paper this way and that 
before it clicks. 


“A little on the small side for six months. But...perfectly 
healthy, Mr. Parker, I can assure you. Congratulations! 
You’re going to be a daddy. Chrissy, you’re gonna be a 
mommy!” 


Logan kisses me so hard until I realize it’s me kissing him 
like this. 


“T love you, Logan Parker. You’re the most perfect man 
alive,” I tell him, feeling his hands move from my face to my 
belly, cradling me like I'll shatter at any moment. 


“And I love you, Chrissy... Mommy...” he says the word 
again, a silver line at the corner of one of his dark, 
smoldering eyes, a little red with tears of joy. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


L, ogan 


The Father-Daughter week has become an institution, an 
annual feature at Logan industries, thanks to Chrissy. And 
her dad of course. 


She’s made it a week where girls of any age can get a feel 
for any number of departments within the company, with a 
scholarship set up for every successful applicant who 
qualifies for an internship. It pays them a real-life wage 
while they learn the ropes, making internship a real 
stepping stone, and creating future leaders from day one. 


Chrissy shared my wish for a regular house in the suburbs, 
but we’ve kept my top floor apartment, handy for feeding 
times and naps... and when mommy or daddy need some 
special quiet time in between business meetings. 


Charles, Chrissy’s dad, is very accommodating when it 
comes to this and has no problem watching baby Samantha 
while we have our own private meetings upstairs. 


Lately, though, there’s been some tension in that 
department. 


“T just don’t feel very sexy, Logan. I want to be more for 
you... I mean, less oh! You know what I mean... look at 
me! ?” she often exclaims, but I can’t see the problem. 


“I see the most beautiful woman in the world,” I tell her 
truthfully, feeling myself getting harder by the second, even 
though I know she’s trying to start something else. 


“Is this how you want me?” she asks, getting upset. 
“Barefoot and pregnant? A constant cycle of fat then saggy, 
stretch marks and swollen nipples?” she says, trying to stay 
mad, but my eyes on her, my growls of interest cancel all of 
that out. 


“You’re not barefoot.” I correct her, and as far as I know, 
she’s not... 


The thought occurs to me, filling my chest with a tightness 
like I want to shout out with surprise, but I’m still not sure 
yet. 


I get distracted by the shape of her, her thick nipples 
showing through her white business shirt, those shirts she 
keeps stealing from my wardrobe... those shirts I love to 
watch her wear with nothing else on. 


“T just want to be sexy for you, Logan. I want you to...” but 
she doesn’t have to finish, I show her what she does to me. 


I open my pants and she gasps, biting her lip as I groan 
loudly. 


“Chrissy, come over here and feel just how sexy I think you 
are,” I command, feeling my heart pounding in my ribs as 
she wipes a tear away, starting to purr... starting to make 
that little sound that tells me she’s ready for me. 


She turns away from me, hitching up her skirt and I hear 
myself making the sounds I make when I’m about to lose 


control. It makes her smile as she turns to face me, leaning 
over my desk in my Office. 


“Come on over here and show me what you can do to me,” 
she replies, and I don’t need any encouragement. 


Gripping those hips with my hands, running one over her 
fine ass, I push her legs further apart in one movement, 
making her grunt as I slide my hardness up between her 
thick, milky thighs. 


I inhale sharply, feeling her cool grip as she reaches around 
to guide me inside her, my cock starting to twitch at the 
sensation of her hot wetness against me. 


“Wait a minute,” I shiver out loud, trying to find a degree of 
control. “Did you say barefoot and pregnant?” 


She growls in reply, sliding back onto me and doing that 
thing she does, moving her hips and grinding every inch of 
me, letting me feel every part of her in one movement. 


“Uh huh,” she puffs, picks up her pace as I grip her harder, 
hearing my own breath catching with each stroke. 


“Again?” I stammer, not wanting her to stop but needing to 
know now. 


I can see her face, her eyes closed as she turns to face me, 
her smile saying it all. But I can tell she wants to keep me 
guessing. 


“Feeling sexy enough yet?” I stammer, feeling my dick get 
harder than ever. My balls rising up as she starts to moan 
softly with each thrust of my body into hers. 


“Just promise me you won’t lose interest... we’re gonna 
have a lot of babies... aren’t we?” she says more than asks 
me. 


“We sure are,” I tell her. “We sure are.” 


I get it out of her eventually, after we collapse in a heap on 
my desk and I turn her around to face me so I can look into 
her eyes. 


“Are you?” I ask her, panting. Kissing her forehead when 
she nods a yes. 


“I love you, Chrissy. I’ll always love you... barefoot, 
pregnant, and anything else you can come up with. I'll 
always love you.” 


“And we'll love you more, Logan. All of us, every single day.” 
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